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PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

Thb astonishing rapidity with which the ** Heather lintie" 
passed through its first impres&don of 1500 copies has embol- 
dened the Author to renture upon a Second Edition of. the 
work. In order as far as possible to meet the public taste, with 
which, through his recent intercourse with society, he has 
become a little more conversant, the Author has made con- 
siderable changes in the present issue. These consist in omis- 
sions, corrections, and additions, all of which, he humbly 
trusts, will be received by the reader as decided improvements. 

The Author is, nevertheless, duly sensible of the remaining 
literary defects of the volume. While thus acknowledging his 
incompetency as an Author fully to satisfy the varied tastes of 
the reading public, he clings to the hope that, as the pro- 
duction of an illiterate working man, this edition, from its 
general tenor and the variety it offers both as regards spiritual 
and secular subjects, will, no less than the preceding one, 
secure on its behalf the kind patronage and indulgent appro- 
bation of at least the better portions of society, a distinction 
already conferred upon him, and which it is his highest am- 
bition to retain. 

The Author once more tenders his heartfelt acknowledg- 
ments to his subscribers generally for their very generous and 
Hberal encouragement ; and his thanks are doubly due to those 
literary Mends who have kindly recognised the merit of his 
humble Muse, by allowing their names to stand at the head 
of his second subscription list. The *'Lintie" warbles its 
moorland notes all the more cheerily under the influence of 
such general and special encouragement ; and it may be led 
thereby to aim at higher strains '* some other day," which 
shall be listened to with no less fiivour than the humble e£Eu- 
aions which have been so warmly welcomed by the general 

publio. 

R. Q. 
DuMTRiBS, August, 1863. 



PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION. 

In Bubmitting the following pages to the Public, I beg to ten* 
der my most grateful acknowledgments to my numerous 8ub> 
scribers, for the very generous manner in which they have been 
pleased, without the inducement of even a specimen sheet, to 
assist an obscure unlettered workman in publishing a volume 
of poems. This assistance is doubtless owing, in some degree, 
to the superior influence of the distinguished names at the 
head of my subscription list, for whose munificent patronage 
my special thanks are due. 

I cannot, like Bums and other bards, say when or where the 
Muse at first discovered me, or indeed whether bhe has found 
me at all ; but this I can say for certain, that if ever the genius 
of poesy did inspire me, it was under circumstances the most 
adverse ; so much so, that if described here — ^which they cannot 
be — my readers would scarcely credit the statement. She 
found me, if at all, without either material, time, or means 
for composition. I had no material, I mean no suitable fund 
of words with which to clothe my ideas. I had got no school 
education, and when out of boyhood, and on through maturer 
life, I had neither the timenor means necessary for the acquire- 
ment of due information, having married young, and being at 
the age of forty-five, the father of a family of twelve children, 
fofT whose maintenance I had often, while composing some of 
the following pieces, to work sixteen hours a-day in a very 
cheerless, enervating, and unpoetic atmosphere. I then fol- 
lowed the trade of a cotton hand-loom weaver. Authorship 
in my case was carried on by fits and starts, and in the face 
of a thousand difficulties, and the idea of publication, if ever 
entertained, seemed utterly hopeless. 

Had I fancied that I should one day have had the honour of 
appearing in print, I would not, as I have done, through care- 
lessness and neglect, have allowed so many of what I considered 
the best of my productions to be lost. However, I still retain 
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eonsiderably more matter than I dare Tentnre to speculate 
upon in the meantime, which may see the light at some future 
period, if my present undertaking shall prove successful up to 
the measure of my hopes and expectations. It will be seen that 
tome of the pieces are of a satirical kind, and I can truly say 
that these were intended as a corrective to certain real evils and 
abuses in society. In some instances the satire may be con« 
sidered somewhat severe by the advocates of universal forbear- 
ance ; but I trust that even such will give me the credit of 
being actuated by a good motive — that of wishing to unmask 
hypocrisy, and make vice ashamed. 

I have principally adopted the Scottish dialect, not so much 
because it is that with which I am most familiar, but because 
I see it apparently despised and neglected by those who ought 
rather to cherish and appreciate it ; and because there is, in 
my estimation, no dialect more simple, expressive, and poetic 
than the Lowland (Saxon) Scotch. Take at random any of 
Bums' Poems, and you will at once perceive the truth of this 
assertion. The fashion now-a-days is to write and speak 
nothing but pure English, as if Scotia's ** mither" tongue was 
something to be despised, and for ever banished from the hills 
and dales, mountains and streams, with which it has been so 
long associated. 

The appearance of the present volume has been brought 
about mainly by the suggestions and encouragement of some 
influential persons, to whose superior judgment I felt myself 
bound to submit. For nearly half a century have I toiled in 
one of the hardest fields of manual labour, ever adhering to 
the strictest rules of sobriety and domestic economy, without 
realizing anything at all like prospective certainty of attaining 
to the grand object of my highest ambition and fondest aspir- 
ations, namely, that of dying, like my poor old Father, with- 
out owing to any one on earth a single farthing. He died 
poor as a man could do, apart from parochial relief, but 
nevertheless possessing a title — that of an honest man — com- 
pared with which all others, notwithstanding their dazzling 



Tl. 

pomp and tinselled glifcter, at onoe sink into contemptible in- 
significance. 

Such, imperfectly stated, are the grounds upon which I ap- 
peal to a generous and sympathising public for further patron- 
age, and to the penetrating critic for the favour of his kind 
indulgence, at least to the same extent as that generally con- 
ceded to the illiterate working man's muse. Seeing my para- 
mount object in thus appearing before the public, I trust my 
readers, though they may be at times inclined to condemn my 
presumption and untaught composition, will at least give me 
credit for and applaud my humble but honest motives. They 
need not look for high-flown sentiment or ambitious verse in 
the following pages. I do not attempt to soar to heaven's 
gates, singing like the sky-lark ; but my song is lowly and 
homely as the lilt of the little warbler whose name I borrow 
for the Title-page : and I fondly trust that it will be found, 
like it, true to nature, as it certainly is the spontaneous out* 

pourings of my heart. 

R. Q. 

DuMVRiES, 2d Sbptembeb, 1861. 
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FRIARS' CARSE, 

The BisAunruL Skat of Mrs CRicnroy, in the Nkioh- 

BOUBHOOD OF DUMFRIES. 

Sweet Friars' Carse ! thou fair propitious dome, 
At once the orphan and the stranger's home, 
Far known on Bounty's brightest eminence, 
The favourite seat of true Benevolence ; 
No howling mastiff stationed at thy door, 
On lengthened chain, to terrify the poor ; 
Thy venerable walks, thy leafy bowers, 
Thy verdant lawns, thy rare pecuHar flowers, 
Thy fertile fields, thy mounds adorned with woods, 
*Gainst which Nith flows to scent her Hmpid floods : 
Thy natural lakes, thy rivulets, groves, and plains, 
Thy Hermitage, where soft immortal strains 
Were sweetly sung by Nature's favourite Bard, 
Whilst willing Muses, hovering o'er, declared 
Hie unrivalled merit in each stanza shewn, 
They could not claim — all was the Poet's own. 
Thy dazzling, aU-surpassing sweets, in short. 
Such new delights and pleasing joys impart 
To each beholder's fond admiring gaze. 
They court my wild, rude, untaught rustic lays. 
Such heavenly transports to the mind they bring, 
When once beheld, the meanest Muse must sing. 

B 
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Thou hast, by He who wisely governs all, 

And from deep chaos worlds with ease did call, 

Been well designed for more than common use, 

As Nature here her richest robes shook loose. 

And spread and hung them round with tasteful care ; 

Nor can Capheaton boast so large a share 

Of grandeur such as that with which they shine. 

Where Art and Nature to excel combine ; 

Not Acton House, Monteviot, or Swanfield, 

Can boast of sweets such as thy arbours yield ; 

Nor even Bockhall, lovelier than the rest, 

When in her richest summer garments drest. 

Sol, to secure thy owned prepotency, 

Bestows his first fond rising glance on thee ; 

And every smile, whilst on his circling way, 

Thee gilding with his last departing ray, 

Richly adorning thus thy every scene. 

With all that sweetens his meridian reign. 

Of all the domes o'er which he does traverse, 

In beauty none can equal Friars' Carse ; 

Nor warms he, in his wide diurnal round. 

One other spot where virtues more abound. 

Calm blest retreat ! where cares nor sorrows reign. 
But joys secure from yielding after-pain ; 
Where vernal grandeurs in profusion smile. 
In hues as bright as paint the Emerald Isle ; 
Nor is there one, in all the charms you rear. 
Irregular feature in the varying year ; — 
Nor when thy trees and bowers are leafless se^i. 
Or richly mantled in their annual green, 
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Or in glad sunshine, or in tempest's rage, 
Verdant with youth, or silver-grey with age, 
Is seen one spot of incongruity, — 
Here all are blended into harmony. 
Compered with what thy fragrant scenes pervade, 
Famed Windsor Forest drops into the shade. 
Fain would I in descriptive numbers tell 
Thy every shade, thy every den and dell, 
With all the varied beauty they contain ; 
But undescribed these ever must remain, 
So amply Nature pours the gay supply. 
At every step new beauties meet the eye ; 
Tet let me barely here transcribe a few. 
Most prominent rising on the random view. 

The summit, crowned with lofty spreading oaks, 
The rude, romantic, wild, majestic rocks, 
'SHe sunny height, the deep descending vale, 
The rippling pond, the clear meandering rill, 
The circling copse, rich pastural lawns between. 
The valleys smiling in eternal green ; 
Pan, blythely seated on a rising mound. 
His cheerful flocks disporting all aroimd ; 
The angler, happy with his yielding rod. 
Dealing profuse his artificial food, 
Raising exulting from the stream elate, 
The struggling victims of his artful bait ; 
The pine and musky herbage-covered glades, 
The wide plantations varying in the shades, 
The healthy swain, the cheerful milkmaid's song, 
The joyful warblings of the feathered throng, 
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Their golden tributes in profusion bring 

To crown the labours of the blooming spring ; 

The shrubbery banks their fragrant sweets disclose, 

The stately trees overarching wind in rows, 

Wide spreading shoot their arms extending stretch, 

Fair blooming through young kindred twigs to touch 

So intermixed their foliage shades the same, 

Each other's boughs might undisputed claim ; 

The bees loud humming round their glittering tops. 

Sipping the honey ere it from them drops ; 

Secure beneath the feebler insects play, 

Proudly defying Sol's most ardent ray ; 

The chesnut trees, high rearing flowery spires, 

The inscribed memorials of Franciscan Friars ; 

The cool retreats, the amaranthine bowers, 

Displaying full their ornamental powers, 

Adorn thy sacred paths (all must allow) 

By Saints once trode, and by an Angel now. 

The Nith, majestic as she purling glides. 

Along her silvan rich enamelled sides, 

Her heedless course by Blackwood doth pursue ; 

When Friars' Carse attracts her wondering view, 

She hurries into sweet-accented cheers, 

Increasing as thy far-famed mansion nears. 

But such unusual beauties here she views, 

A sudden, solemn, silent pause ensues ; 

Her streams which ran so hurriedly before, 

Now seem as if inclined to run no more ; 

But, wheeling, t\im in easy dimphng pride, 

As if resolved here ever to abide ; 



13 

Nor from such lovely scenes can find their way, 

TUJ urged by others also fond to stay. 

Perhaps the thought impels as well as this, 

'Twere selfish to monopolize the bliss ; 

Then yielding run that all the bliss may share, 

As lovers lead to pleasing scenes the fair. 

The pool described, around which may be seen, 
With rustics mixed, and lances glittering keen, 
Carlaverock's sons, in active youthful might, 
Whose warlike sires oft swayed the field of fight, 
In all the manly dignity of race. 
Cheering the glories of the watery chase. 
Braving the current, emulous of fame, 
Plimging from bank to bank, from stream to stream, 
Dashing, regardless, with amphibious bounds, 
Rivalling in depth the game-proclaiming hounds, 
Whose loud re-echoes nm from hill to hill, 
The otter baffling his pursuers' skill. 
Now silence reigns ; all trace of him is lost ; 
The Nith in vain a hundred times is crossed ; 
To mar escape, a well selected guard, 
With spear in hand, is placed on every ford ; 
The dogs with care each hole and crevice try, 
All their instinctive energies employ. 
In vacant search along the margin sweep. 
Immersed o'er head 'neath roots projecting creep. 
Allowing nought to impede their onward course, 
Bursting the bubbles * as a last resource. 

• I have known well experienced otter dogs, when coming 
to a loss, bursting the bubbles on the surface of the water, and 
if the air contained in them proceeded from the otter, which ia 
not unfrequently the case, calling him out the same as on a 
hot trail. 



The treacherous gale the fugitive betrayer 

And on his track the murderous band arraysy 

The deadly clamour louder than before, 

Now hurry, bustle, tumult, and uproar. 

With maddening fury closely him pursue. 

And all the thunder of the diase renew. 

Encircling keen, with cruel savage joy, 

Sport in each look, death darting from each eye ; 

FHght proving vain, the favourite hound is caught 

With iron grasp, and ^neath the surface brought ; 

His danger seen, all to the rescue fly. 

His shaggy tail upright still waves on high / 

A Maxwell powerful, seizing with a swing, 

Uproars, nor separate closely knit they cling : 

Mad desperation locks the dreadful grip, 

Nor slacked when raised above the surface up. 

Till forced out on the flowery sward he goes, 

Dread vengeance deaUng on his noisy foes. 

At length overpowered, stretched fainting, gasping lies 

The poacher chief, and unlamented diea 

Dispersed, the sportsmen quit the watery plains, 

The Muse to feast on more delightful scenes. 

The plastic garden, swelling to produce 
What most contributes to domestic use. 
And all the eye and every sense can please. 
Luxurious fragrance heaping on the breeze : 
Two pompous goddesses in all their pride. 
In grand succession o*er its sweets preside, — 
Fair Flora, handing treasures to the bees, 
Pomona, Bmil'mg o'er her laden trees* 



I 
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The first waked bee here bounds on eager wing 

To kiss the flower that first salutes the spring, 

And lights, retiring to its annual rest, 

To embrace the last by Natiu^ tmsuppressed. 

Here walk with walk, there bed with bed contend, 

Which to effect the most delightful end ; 

Here every 8weet-*->tree, flower, plants herb, and bush, 

Into a lively blooming contest rush, 

Betraying taste, care, vigilance, and skill, 

Perfumes rich pressing on the air distill, 

Though disagreeing in look, taste, and smell, 

They only differ sweetly to excel : 

Thus all triumphant in the end retire. 

Some praise for this, and some for that, acquire. 

The moving groups, assembled to admire 
Thy shining landscapes^ clothed in rich attire, 
The skilful Artist, seated best to view 
And paint each beauty in its native hue ; 
The humble Bard, too, distant from the throng, 
His soul absorbed deep in descriptive song. 
The Artist joins — ^both yielding to defeat. 
Overpowering beauties force them to retreat. 
In truth exclaiming, though they both combine. 
The most they give is but a faint outline. 

Approach, my Muse, more close the sacred pile. 
Where beauties bloom 'neath heaven's approving smile ; 
The needy suppliant's age-furrowed face, 
O'erclad with smiles, to others giving place, 
His wants retiring, cheered by large supplies, 
His grateful aoul disporting in his eyes ', 



16 

Pleased, on towards the western gate he creeps^ 
With slow, unequal, short, heel-dragging steps, 
And upcast look, high elevated hand, 
To me a scene most exquisitely grand. 
Imploring blessings from the Throne of Grace, 
On the good Lady of this sacred place, 
Who distributes her heaven-entrusted store, 
As " Beadsmen" here were wont to do of yore. 

So much consulted she a father's ease, 
When on a visit, lest his aged knees 
Should ache ascending each alternate flight, 
To Carsian rooms, the prince, duke, lord, or knight 
Would entertain, the frame-hung walls of which 
The Muse of B\ims and pen of Craik enrich, 
An archway from the semicircular mound. 
Whose verdant arms thy northern front surround. 
Through filial love she reared at vast expense. 
To meet an aged Sire's convenience. 
That he to these with equal ease might pass. 
As to and fro upon the flowery grass; 
• Was there no splendour but the mere design. 
In this, 'twill ever as a beauty shine, 
And stand a monument of lasting date. 
Her matchless virtues to commemorate. 
Her family virtues through her actions shine. 
As light celestial through beads crystalline ; 
Nor are they less but more transparent grown. 
Been well refined in all through whom they've shone. 

Inquire who dries the wailing widow's tears, 
And who the gloomy bed of sickness cheers, 
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Or healing coi dials for the poor prepares, 

And largely round with liberal hand them shares ; 

Or well provides for those a safe retreat, 

Whose reason, spuming, quits its former seat ; 

Or large donations freely contributes 

To well-intended useful institutes ; 

Chr who the school with well-clad orphans throngs, 

And her sweet name bursts from a thousand tongues. 

When on her humble want-relieving rounds, 

Or health-procuring walks through pleasure grounds, 

Fowls, half domesticated, from the wood, 

Some wanting, others with their tender brood, 

Around her flock, betraying no alarm. 

Courting the presence of her gracious form ; 

In joyful triumph closely to her run, 

Nor ply their wings her fair approach to shun. 

Her noble figure, mild and graceful mien. 

Might represent her country's hapless Queen ; 

Her bosom pure, where all that's good resort. 

And twice-blessed Mercy holds her heavenly court ; 

Her hands, which daily pour the golden balm 

O'er misery's wounds the pangs of woe to calm, 

In dealing alms the left the right ne'er spied, — 

The reason this, both are alike employed. 

But hold my Muse — ^to a conclusion lead. 

So imobserved she wishes to proceed : 

Long virtue's path she might essay a frown, 

Were half her worth thus publicly made known ! 

Nor need her praise in tuneful strains be sung, 

Her deeds speak more than could pen, type, or ton^e. 
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SACRED MUSINGS 

ON THE FELICITIES OF HEAVEN. 

Arise, my soul, to thee such joys belong — 

Arise, soar forth on heaven-ascending wings — 
Thyself regale those fragrant gloves among, 

Apart from human thoughts and earthly things. 

Fly to that glorious land whence hope still springs. 
Gladly salute its sweetly scented bowers, 

A paradise where praise for ever rings— 
A garden thronged with never-fading flowers, 

Where spirits beatified perpetually 

Contemplate the eternal Deity. 

Hail, lovely land, your glories ever grow. 

Their sweets increasing with their golden years. 

Hail, you * who in your cheerful hymns bestow 
A thought on us down in this vale of tears. 
Like you, one day we hope to mount the spheres, 

And join in melting song your holy choirs. 
Whose every strain the Father^s love endears. 

The soul, high swelling with fond blest desires 
To riot in the knowledge of his laws — 
All things produced, the all-producing Cause. 

* Luke XV., 7 and 10. 
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what a fire of holy love divine 
Will kindle in our hearts, soon as we see 

Those glorious mysteries begin to shine 
Their brilliant course throughout eternity. 
When as a burning Mirror God shall be— 

His brightness striking on the enraptured soul, 
Stretching with joy its vast capacity 

Beyond the limits of its own controL 
Its wishes, though most violently applied, 
Are doubly more than amply satisfied. 

What joy excessiye in the soul must spring, 
Believed from bondage, bounds for ever free, 

Beneath the shadow of that sacred wing 
Which fans the Umits of eternity. 
Surcharged with Love's divine inunensity, 

Its each conceptive faculty o'erflows 
With ravishing, sublime satiety, 

Inhaling all the sweets that heaven bestows. 
Dissolving, in its glorious onward course. 
Into a blissful union with its Source. 

Thus, without losing self, it then becomes 
In a great measure what Thou art, God, 

As through Thy heaven with Thee it gladly roams, 
To share the glories of Thy blest abode. 
With angels swelling high the heavenly ode. 

To thee in sweet eternal songs of praise, 
The flowery paths it winds by seraphs trode, 

In softer tones its willing voice to raise ; 
And propagate its swift etherial flight, 
Through golden regiouB of renewed deViglbX. 



20 

Oh, thoughts celestial, penetrate my soul, 

Widely diffuse yourselves o'er all its powers — 

Bind them within your holy safe control, 

Restrict their motions, guard their coming hours. 
As cordials to my heart your spirit pours 

A soothing, quick'ning, soul-refreshing balm. 
Into my mind, which bowing God adores 

Who made, redeemed, and left me as I am, 
Within the reach of his eternal word 
The arms and bosom of my dearest Lord. 

Thou, the glorious, grand, eternal Source 
Of all these joys, and infinitely more, 

Restrain my thoughtless, headlong, downward course. 
And all my former innocence restore. 
Let me, as did the penitents of yore. 

With fixed and longing eyes look up to Thee, 
And with most fervent eagerness implore 

Permission, through Thy Son's humanity, 
Beneath the radiance of His heavenly beams 
To slake my thirst at Thy pure living streams. 
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To J G , Esq., 

On reading, along with numerous other pieces of a 
similar misapplied description, his satirical attempt to 
bring into imbecoming ridicule the moral design, pro- 
jectors, and leaders of the first Dumfries Teetotal Pro- 
cession, Mr James Broom, then Town-Clerk, being the 
principal In my estimation there is an equal amount 
of justice evinced in criminating the guilty as there is 
in acquitting the innocent ; and I hold, on the same 
principle, that well-directed satire is just as useful to 
society, if not more so, as well-merited encomium — but 
that either of them misapphed is as far out of place as a 
heavy fall of snow would be on the 30th of June. 

As sure's the shuttles pass afore me, 
Frae aff the list o' bards I'se score ye, 
Gif thou'lt na swap thy satire story 

For themes mair fine ; 
Fie, fau't na thae for moral's glory 

Sip tea, na wine. 

Thy latrant muse aye glooms sae sour ; 

The ither day her gipsy glower 

Dang B.'s green tea-leaf standard owre, 

Though high it waved, 
An' borne up was by mony a score — 

They coudna save't. 
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My sang, ye weel deserve a thackin* 
For tellin* Bacchus oft did blacken 
Town Jemmy's een, and that he*d bracken 

His leg r pieces, 
Noo that he has himsel' uptaken 

Frae sic-like vices. 



Though he aince lo'ed the whisky gill, 
An' through its influence oft-times fell. 
Let sic byganes be byganes still — 

Them forth ne'er ca'. 
Nor i' thy spitefu' scribbles tell 

B.'s failin's a*. 

Ye rather sud upheave yer thanks 
That he left aff the ill-faurt pranks 
Ere Baccanalian joults an' clanks, 

An' ruthless thumps, 
Had gart him wear for legs cork planks, 

Or wooden stumps. 



This mak' thy rule — Virtue revere, 
Though she 'neath flutterin' rags appear, 
Or late whan ye first chance tae see her, 

As Jim B.'s case is ; 
Aye strain her tae yer breest mair near 

Whan 'scaped frae vices. 
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Thou^ ye wad rather haud seoure 
Wha coup yer maddenin' liquids owre, 
Let temperate fouk slip by yer door 

But ony racket ; 
Daubna thae owre wi' filth an' stour 

Wha winna tak' it. 



Te're grown sic a maist awsom heicht, 
Fouk whan they see ye squeel wi* firicht, 
Ye lash wi' sic unspairin* micht 

nk ane that passes, 
And wear, that nane may *scape yer sicht, 

Fine coloured glasses. 

Demented cuif, be mair wise, 
Nor on sic trifles feast four eyes, 
The hell-approaching course despise, 

Te noo pursue. 
Tread na on worth, jetseV tae hoise 

Up into view. 

Tho' He wha pours his gifts on man 
Has placed a bludgeon i' thy han'. 
Thou maunna thresh wi't while it stan', 

Baith friens an' neighbours, 
But rather bear on't, owre the lawn, 

'Mang Nature's labours. 
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Or, gin thy Muse, despite thy cruhbin*, 
Maun aye wi' filth some be bedaubin', 
The innocent desist frae stabbin', 

As victims plenty 
Weel wordy o' a hearty drubbin' 

Are aye foment ye ; 

Whilk ye in grand poetic pride 
May justly drag tae an ootside, 
An' there belauber ilka hide 

While ye can stan', 
Yer withe plied thus micht tend tae guide 

Yer fellow man. 



The honest Muse will aye at least 
Attempt tae ser' baith man an' beast 
By either eulogy or jest, 

Or marked invective, 
Deep, scathin' epithet, request, 

Or mild corrective. 

Whane'er a loon, for smiles or bread, 
Disclaims his kintra, name, or creed, 
Yer satire-cudgel 'bune yer head 

Raise airm's heicht. 
An' bring't doon on the low misdeed 

Wi' a' yer micht. 
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Or, whan a low-bred gipsy chiel, 

Insultin' tae a burgh's weal, 

Her Council heichts attempts tae speil, 

But lear or gumption, 
Yer rung bring owre him till he squeel, 

For his presumption. 

The crawlin', wee-sauled, voter hedged, 
'Tween principle and interest wedged, 
Wha's poll belies the word he pledged 

Sae solemnly, 
Sud wi' a satire blade twa-edged 

Skin-flyp6d be. 

Or driven his future days tae pass 
Amang his kindred donkey daaa, 
I mean the twa-legged knavish ass, 

Whase mark is on him ; 
As Neddy o' the whin and grass. 

Wad, blushin', shun him. 

Sud thy best frien', however great, 
A flaw evince, reproach him wi't, 
Sae as tae let him ken ye see't. 

An' thus correct him, 
Till thae afore wha did him hate 

Bicht weel respect him. 
c 
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Avenge, wi' thy twa-handed kent, 
The carriage-pony's just complaint, 
Whilk breest for breest maim keep foment 

Its affside neighbour, 
And uphaud tae its draucht ayont 

The saddle labour.* 

Nor thole thae sauUess loons tae pass, 
Wha deeds compute by creed or class. 
The feat o' lion, lamb, or ass. 

In prose or sang, 
Sud aye be ca'd just what it was, 

Be't richt or wrang. 

An' wsid, did honest truth preside. 

The hearts and tongues and pens to guide, 

Whilk noo sae basely are employed 

Its name profanin', 
That words hae tint — ^thus misappHed — 

Their former meanin'.f 



* The placing two horses in a draught together, and malring 
one of them draw an equal share witia the other, and carry at 
the same time a jockey of ten or twelve stones weight, is an 
act so palpably unjust, cruel, and reprehensible, that its not 
being recognisable by a certain humane legislative enactment, 
can only be accounted for by the social position of those for 
whose especial dignity and gratification it is exclusively prac- 
tised. 

f We often see Vice made Virtue and Virtue made Vice, 
just as they happen to be the results or emanations of certain 
secta or political parties. 
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The fause declaimer satirize, 
The cantin' hypocrite despise, 
The philanthropist eulogise, 

True worth and fame, 
Till soars, bricht flamin' tae the skies, 

M'Adam's name. 



Some chiels hae darts wad pierce fu' keen, 
Yet aim them at nae virtuous frien' ; 
But ye nae difference mak' atween 

Ki., frien', or fae, 
A' that come 'neath yer aspick een, 

A lash maun hae. 



The bard, the lawyer, and the priest, 
Alike are subject tae yer jest ; 
Was thy bit puny feckless wrist 

As able's willin', 
Though armed wi* virtue, nane wad durst 

Keek frae their dwellin*. 



Yer bolts promiscuously are thrawn, 

Sae little gauge ye've o' yer han', 

The knave and heavenward honest man 

Fa' baith thegither, 
In rhymin' mood I trow ye'd ban 

Yer Connaught faither. 
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It sets thee Ul, pedantic Johnny, 

Tae satirize a bosom cronie, 

Though 'boon yer breest 'twad raise a stoney 

BraVs that boon Robie*8 ! 
Fashna wi' peacefu' bodies ony, 

Whatever their hobbies. 

A hobby horse ye ride yersel', 

And mayna some ride theirs as weel ? 

A fretfu' glance ye aft-times steal 

The inspirin' lasses, 
'Cause they'll na haurl thee up that hill 

They ca' Parnassus. 

But though detested by the nine, 

Ye little cause hae tae repine. 

Sin' groceries, spirits, yill, and wine, 

Ye've gat tae sell, 
But how thir cam' did I incline, 

I weel cou'd telL 

Gae ca' yer glunchin' musie ben. 
An' speir her what ye dinna ken, 
An' twa three lines in answer sen', 

While I maist fervent 
Yer debtor in nae wise remain, 

Fae, frien', or servant. 



39 



THE ETEENAL DAY OF REST; 

OB, 

SPLENDOUR OF THE NEW JERUSALEM. 

Let those, Lord, pursue false, vain de%hts, 

Who no felicity can trace in Thee ; 
And they their time employ in airy flights 

Who Thy rewards reject contemptuously. 

Thy servant's chief regard shall ever be 
The glorious home prepared for them above, 

And from Thy wrath on angels' wings to flee 
Into the arms of Thy redeeming love. 

The years they hved a ransom down to lay 

For one calm truly blest eternal day. 

I mean that day whose dazzling brightness knows 
No night, nor ever fears the least eclipse, 

On whose clear brow no evening clouds repose, 
Nor storms molest its mountains' crystal tips. 
Its radiant Sun ne'er in the ocean dips 

His cheerful rays, but still shines smiling on 
Serenely calm, as heavenly-chartered ships, 

Whose swelling sails His splendour fills alone. 
The Lamb's the rising Sun of that abode — 
The light that shines, the glory of our God. 
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Thou city of high heaven's eternal King, 

What beauteous truths are sweetly sung of thee, 

Thy walls are said from precious stones to spring, 
Thy gates rich pearl — thy mansions jewell'ry. 
Thy golden streets of heaven's transparency, 

Through which a crystal river gently flows, 
Down from God's lofty throne perpetually ; 

Along its pleasant banks delicious grows 
The blooming, fragrant, balmy tree of life. 
Whose fruit secures from care, pain, toil, and strife. 

Such are the domes eternal rays adorn. 
Whose glad inhabitants are ever free. 

On every head a royal crown is borne. 
In every hand a palm of victory. 
From every eye beams true felicity, 

From every tongue bursts swelling psalms of praise, 
haste my soul, in boundless raptures flee. 

In heavenly anthems loud thy voice to raise. 
In spirit range the wide etherial plains. 
And time the note to heaven-endearing strains. 

Avaunt, away, all worldly vain desires, 

My tranquil peace of mind no more molest. 
Descend into my soul. Thou who inspires 

The weary traveller to a place of rest. 

My heart prepare — ^my sin-contracted breast, 
Cleanse and extend, so that there may be room 

For Thee, my longed-for soul's delicious guest. 
My God, my life, my coimtry, and my home, 

In Thy blest presence, here let me stay 

Until the dawn of that eternal day. 
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A FRIENDLY ADVICE. 

Draw near, ye ootlawed feathered species ; 
Tak' twa three halsom sage advices 
Frae ane wha ne'er coost on high places 

An envious look, 
Nor squeeled whan adverse Fate, wi' paces 

Lang, him overtook. 

But smiled whan Fate her favours brocht, 
Nor gloomed whan back her ain she socht, 
Eesigned tae whan diseases wrocht 

Wi' torturing micht. 
Pope and experience having taucht 

" What is is richt." 

Tae snarl at unpropitious Fate 

But heaps the ponderous lade mair great, 

The lots therefore, let's blythely meet, 

That tae us fa', 
Nor mourn, lament, repine, or fret 

Henceforth ava. 

But tae my tale — there was a time 

Whan birds micht stan', hop, bound, or chime 

Their notes o' sweet melodious rhyme, 

But scathe or doot. 
But noo their being's deemed a crime 

By some aboot. 
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Amaug the mools noo Andrew laid is. 

While base, nefarious G dy G s> 

Wr his twa buird virago jadies, 

Hae undertook, 
Wi* barrows, olauts, hoes, grapes, an' spadies^ 

Tae farm Kerr's Neuk. 



I write that a' thir three may ken, 
Frae the soar eagle tae the wren, 
Whilk luckless destinies detain 

Without the law, 
Bi^t mair especially I mean 

Tae address the craw. 



Ye glossy gentry wha come noisin' 
Doon frae Dalswinton here rejoicin*. 
While frae the grun' the seed ye're raisin*, 

Min' what I tell ye— 
When George ye see, in air be poisin' 

Or, faith, he'll feU ye. 



The ither day, i' my ain hearin', 

Black vengeance 'gainst ye he was swearin' 

Sae loud, ditch rattens lap wi' fear in 

Beneath the water. 
While fouk mair distant thrang war speirin' 

" What's noo the matter." 
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Tae my ain ken he has a gun 

Whilk gars me rede je him tae shun — 

Fm sure he'd seek nae better fun 

Than see ye lyin' 
Flutterin', bluid-stained, upon the grun', 

Faint, gaspin', dyin'. 



For tyranny's grown sic a heicht 
Thir days o' boasted gospel licht, 
That a' meet nocht but scomfu' slicht 

PoBsessin' power. 
Wha winna exercise its micht 

Till a' maun cower 



That come beneath its scorpion lash — 
I hope I dinna judge owre rash — 
I say, gif great fouk war as harsh 

They'd clean up-root us, 
As thir puir worthless upstart trash 

That's roun' aboot us. 



It pits me mad — I scarce can bide it— 
My rage at times I canna hide it, 
Tae ken ye and the puir derided 

By thae grub worms, 
Wha gained by fraud the leeward side, oot 

Frae pinch's storms. 
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Yet though stem Want's alternate gaze, 
Our backs an* wames fu' keen surveys, 
Though we, but feathers, meat, or claes. 

End life's rouch travel, 
Wi' thae wha plumage boast or bays, 

We're on a level. 



Obser' some fowls how weel protecket, 
Because by meikle fouk respecket, 
They're free to rove the guarded thicket 

While fierce storms blaw ; 
But ye're like puir fouk noo neglecket, 

Exposed tae a'. 



They're pampered noo by great and sma', 
Around the splendid lordly ha'. 
But ere September's blasts dae blaw, 

" I'se wad a groat," 
They'd swap their bein and feathers braw, 

For your black coat. 



Thus will their lord in a short span, 

Envy the humble cottage man, 

Aince Death fast grips him by the han', 

Sayin' " Come wi' me. 
Thy glitterin' gear, houses and Ian', 

Henceforth tae lea'e. 
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An' tread wi' me that dreary shore, 
Whar Kings and Queens IVe led before, 
There Cerberus wi' savage roar, 

Will welcome thee 
Agreeable tae facts o' yore, 

'Boot the needle's e'e." * 

The scythe he views— exclaims wi' fear, 
" Unwelcome guest, oh disappear, 
I'se na be dragged &ae my gear, 

My life's sole thocht." 
A struggle ensues, though Men's draw near, 

Awa' he's brocht 

Contrast the humble wanderer's bed. 
Whan Death steps near't wi' siccar tread, 
Nae fause allurements roun' him spread, 

How gladsome he. 
Entreating pleads, " Come strike wi' speed. 

An' set me free. 

For I've been baun wi' cruel chains, 
'Midst want's excruciating pains, 
Oh nick the threed that me detains, 

That I may rise, 
Tae sweetly tread thae blissfu' Plains, 

Aboon the skies." 

•Mafct., xix., 21 
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Thus triumph they war thodit forlorn, 
Whilk sud inspire oor short sojourn, 
Seein' they wha glower wi' cauldrife soom, 

On's in oor need, 
The evil things get i' their turn, 

An' we the guid. 



Again wi' care I rede ye a', 
Noo unsecured by the game law, 
Owre Geordie's fiel' ne'er flee ava, 

I frien'ly teU, 
Unless a something ye let fa' 

Tae ease yersel'. 



As that wad help the braird a wee, 

'Twad calm the rancour o' his e'e, 

Though " Bess " was raised up shouther heig 

Wi' level sure, 
Dae this, yer aerial flight gaes free, 

He likes manure. 



Hand owre the muir frae Biggar's fieU, 
Rest on the grun' belangs Mossvale, 
I'm wae tae ken its laird sae frail, 

But then his son 
Is a weel-hearted winsome chiel, 

And's fond o' fun. 
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He has a gun, and weel Goad kill ye, 

Bat, fodth, he'd rather fling meat ^ till '^ ye, 

He is a strappin', kish yoimg fiedlow 

As e'er ye saw. 
His like, frae Mbssvale tae Anstral'a, 

Ye'U scarce fin' twa. 



In sic tme genuine maxims trained, 
Ere he frae aff the breest was weaned, 
Ten thousan' blessin's had obtained. 

For akns whilk he 
Extended wi' his wee bit hand 

Wi' prattlin* glee. 



His faither's no a whit behint him, 

Wha on sic praise-worth missions sent him, 

E'en noo, though grievous pains torment him, 

I'm bauld tae say 
Distress in vain can ne*er confront him, 

By nicht or day. 



'Boon a' her ch'eerfu' soncy dames, 
Benev'lence his auld mither claims. 
Bear record a' ye sinkin' frames 

Sae aft braced up, 
Through her attention to yer wames, 

Wi' bit an' sup. 
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She feels sae for the wanderin' poor, 
They ne'er gang mumblin' frae her door, 
Their pocks she pangs wi' meal or flour. 

Or what will buy them, 
An' gin their rags sustains a shower 

She gars them dry them. 

There's Smith and Lang, twa farmers mae, 
A single whimper wadna say 
Gif on their fiel's ye'd sport away 

A month an' mair, 
Though " Tweed" micht chase ye tae display 

His tentie care. 

But oh hand back frae nable Johnny, 
For he's this Geordy's bosom crony, 
Friens here awa ye haena mony, 

Ye're like mysel'. 
Yet let's be blythe sin' we hae ony, 

Its no sae ill. 
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To Mr JOHN CAMPBELL, 

EDINBURGH, 

On his omitting, from want of thought rather than de- 
sign, to communicate with his yoimgest sister, the 
Author's wife, as he did with some of his more opulent 
relatives, residing in the same neighbourhood, the lines 
being intended, as it were, to break the ice, by sarcas- 
tically reminding him of his natural duty to one who 
was extremely fond of him as an only brother. 

Gude billie, I maun nae wise ca' ye, 
Lest doon amang the clarts I draw ye, 
Yet its sae lang sia' I last saw ye, 

I'm fain tae ken 
Whar 'mang her bairns Fate's pleas'd tae raw ye, 

Or how ye fen. 

Or gin yef gab's in healthfu' mood. 
Keep mimchin' ilk day's pickle food, 
Thir lines excuse, though rouch an' rude, 

I dae them send, 
I'd sink as soon in Nith's fell flood. 

As you offend. 
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Ye ken yeVe kin-a-wise neglecket 
Me, bin' we cam* tae be connecket, 
E'en her ye ocht tae hae respecket 

Thro' Nature's claim, 
'Mang a'' the lines ye here direcket, 

Nane bore her name. 

Henceforth please be na just sae saucy, 
Sleicht na through me my winsome lassie, 
Else sure the Muses winna pass ye, 

They sae revere her, 
For worth there's few that tread the causeway 

Can come ocht near her. 

Love, wit, and grace, are centred in her, 

Respect before, honour behin' her, 

Fair Flora's smiles can ne'er outshine her, 

Whan in her pride, 
Her sweetest fragrant strolls incline her 

By Lochar side. 

Tae sweetly pass her blythest hours 
Amang the Amaranthine bowers, 
Wharin her premium-winning flowers, * 

She tents wi' care. 
Than thae, though wat wi' dew or showers, 

Nell seems mair fair. 

• The late Provost Fraser once got a prize, at the Hor* 
tiealturtd Show, Dumfries, for flowers grown at Donievale. 
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An' for myseF, I min* richt weel, 

Sin' I was a fu' walie chiel, 

At crossin' dyke, ditch, muir, or fieF, 

Few micht hae dared me, 
Till gloomy Fate roun' gart me wheel 

Wi' fricht and waur't me. 

She chased me wi' pennated flicht, 
I scoored awa wi' a' my micht 
Tae get behin' some neuk or heicht, 

There tae deceive her, 
Bat, &ith, she held me aye in sicht, 

I coudna leave her. 

My winpipe wheezlin' unco sair, 
Her licht fell tread approachin' near, 
I owre my shouther gae a stare 

Tae jeuk her claws. 
Whan 'gainst a knowe my tae comes fair. 

And doon I fa's. 

Or I wan up she did o'ertak' me, 

And wi' a bludgeon rung did smack me, 

I thocht a bane she wad hae brak aye. 

Ilk ruthless bang, 
Aboot the snoot she did sae whack me, 

She dang't a' wrang.* 

* I here allnde to an inflammation of the brain, with wliich 
I was seized shortly after m)r marriage, in 1828, from wliich 
I barely escaped with my life— wliich, while it resulted in 
the disarrangement of the exterior construction of the visage, 
most also have materially injured the moi:0 delicate fibres 
of the intellectua] macliiiiery. 
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Sae how it comes I dinna ken, 

Fate acts sae queer 'mang sons o' men, 

Tae some subsist does scrimply len', 

Though heayenward standing 
Whilst tae the sensual tyrant fien* 

Braw gifts she's handin'. 



Some urge by rules contrary-wise, 

Oor frien' she acts through this disguise, 

By haudin' frae's the glitterin' toys, 

'Fore some she's castin'. 
That we in turn may feast on joys 

Mair sweet an' lastin'. 



It may be sae, yet sair does grieve me. 
Whan Maids Aonian come, believe me. 
Domestic cravin's sae bare shave me 

0' leisure time, 
I downa gom them, syne they leave me 

But thochts o' rhyme. 



But things may aiblins get some better ; 

A weel selected legislature 

Wad ease the gyves that pinch and fetter 

The toil-worn man, 
Sae as at times tae muse or clatter, 

As choice micht plan. 
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Tae gang an* see ye Nelly's been, 
Thrang dingin' at me mom and e'en, 
rd sooner hae, I've tauld her plain, 

My doup weel skelpit, 
Than crush mysel' on toom disdain, 

Lang's I can help it. 

For sin' wi' life Fve been acquanted, 
I ne'er wi' ither bairns gallanted 
Wha looks repulsive on me slanted, 

My feelings wrocht sae, 
Nor thurst my head whar 'twas na wanted, 

Gif aince I thocht sae. 

Although thus shy wi' ilka ither, 

Sud we by chance some nicht forgether, 

We'd na.be rad o' scath frae wather, 

Though snaw was wreathin', 
And Harry Kane * wi' his twin brither, 

Fierce gusts war breathin'. 

The siller-soundin' bell we'd tingle, 
Until the waiters' lugs wad ring all, 
Syne sune wad come wad gar us sing all 

But ony treatin'. 
An' tae the door our sorrows fling all, 

Nocht's men't by greetin'. 

* A sailor one day, after petrifying, as he thought, with 
horror and amazement, his surrounding auditory with the 
fearfid recital of a dreadful hurricane he had experienced, was 
accosted by an Irishman present, thus — '* Harry Kane is it ? 
Bcgorra tlun, he cudn't karry dhrinks to his brother Paddy ! 
Be japers, if himsilf had been there, he'd mid hawk's mate af 
iviiy man and motizer's son af yez.' 
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Harsh Time I*m tauld^s been lately tryin* 
Tae mak' ye sage-like by applyin' 
His edge, precocious, hair's been flyin' 

Frae 'boon yer brow, 
I watna gin I may rely on. 

Or mark't as true. 

Gif sae ye maun na pine wi' care, 
As twa three pickles I can spare, 
And or I ken yer scap'd clean bare. 

Quick aff they shall come, 
And ye'se be tae them I declare. 

Thrice doubly welcome. 

The spiritual path min' be na leavin' 
Yer faithers trode, though for't receivin' 
The vacant smiles o' ony craven, 

0* modem date. 
Lest ye in Charon's boat be grievin'. 

For it owre late. 

Forgie the weary painfu' trouble 
I've pat ye tae wi' this foul scribble ; 
Twa lines frae you wad please me noble, 

Sayin' how ye've been. 
And while on life' s rouch path I hobble, 

I'm yours — R Quinn. 
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IHE UNTHINKING SENSUALIST. 

The day will come infallibly, 

As that we life enjoy, 
That all who work iniquity 

God surely will destroy. 
Proverbs, ii., 22. ; iiL, 33. ; v., 22. ; x., 29. 

O, dinna lauch, puir thochtless wretches, 
Whan revellin' in yer nicht debauches, 
. Ilk sin-lit smile the saul sair scratches 

Wi' festerin' scaith. 
And i' the en' but Ruin fetches, 

Disease an' Death. 

Ye maunna boast a pleasant life, 
'Cause Satan's handmaid and his wife * 
Wi' fascinations bloomin' rife 

Yer fancies store ; 
An' i' yer lug temptation's strife 

Does ever roar. 

Awauk' frae nicht's delusive dreams, 
Hail, bricht Aurora's gorgeous beams, 
Whilk in profiisive smilin' gleams, 

Their glories shed. 
In holy, dazzling, golden streams 

Round Virtue's bed. 

• Riches and Vorldly aUurementa. 
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Awaiik*, yer coach bedew wi* tears — 
Yer sadly misspent bygane years 
Lament wi' bitter pious fears — 

Beg, pray, an' hope, 
That He the stra/d sheep fauldward bears 

Wad raise ye up ; 

And on His sacred shouthers pit ye, 
Whar wolves ferocious coudna get ye, 
Syne on rich flowry pastures set ye, 

Alang wi' they, * 
Owre barren heichts nae mair wad let ye 

Wild ramblin', stray. 

Gif on ye baud persistently 
The steep gate tae eternity, 
Rejectin' thus the graces free 

They ever yield. 
The sacred wounds o' Calvary, 

Yer doom is sealed. 

What dreadfu', horrid pangs will seize ye^ 
And wi' remorseless pressure squeeze ye. 
As God in wrath for ever lea's ye 

Tae weep an' wail, 
Wi' but a misspent life tae ease ye, 

Wi' its detaiL 

* The godly pastors and flocks of ChiisVs Church. 
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That God wha made ye tae enjoy 
His glories, but the least alloy, 
An' kindly did His Son employ, 

Ye heirs tae make, 
Maun your felicity destroy 

Through Justice sake. 



His gracious presence ever tint, 
Yer misdeeds deeply ye'll repent. 
An' bitter curse the midnicht haunt, 

Wi' vice bespangled, 
Wharin, by sin's inveighn' chant. 

Ye war entangled. 



The vanities yer minds delude. 
In smilin' pleasin' attitude, 
Will shortly in a bitter mood. 

But torments lay. 
And hurry like an evenin' cloud. 

Themselves away. 



The trifles ye sae keen pursue, 
Fause comforts, empty honours too, 
And faithless riches whilk ye noo 

Sae much esteem. 
Like smoke will vanish frae yer view, 

Or midnicht dream. 
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spurn this vain deceitfu' world, 

Ere frae salvation's heicht yeVe hurled, 

Tae whar its pleasures''are imfurled, 

In colours true, 
And o' their fause disguises tirled, 

Tae open view. 

What then coud wanton joys avail ye, 
Shoud sin, an,' death, an' hell assail ye ; 
Though vigorous noo, just let me tell ye 

Ae simple truth. 
Death points na oot the aged an* frail aye. 

Unmixed wi' youth. 

The sinfu' saul awa' is hurried. 
Whan unco fain it wad hae tarried, 
An' 'neath its ain corruption hurried. 

Vain impious glee, 
Its promised doom * wi' wrath ootcarried 

To ever dree. 

Its memory noo can only ser' 
Its sorrows tae renew the mair, 
An' rack wi' bitter black despair 

Its ilk desire. 
An' kin'le wi' a brichter glare 

Its inward fire. 

•Matt., i3:y.,4L 
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Tae shun the sin-offended eye, 
In mad despair 'twill wildly ay, 
For rocks an' mounts aboon't tae lie ; 

Fause, vain delusion, 
Wrath only noo can come it nigh, 

Wrapt in confusion. 



nk vice assumes itsproper stan' 
Wi' up-raised implement in han'. 
Fierce Justice issues her comman' 

Whan unrestricted, 
Peculiar torments wi' a ban' 

Are saul-inflicted. 



Lasciviousness, for instance, frames 
Unquenchable eternal flames, 
Whilk in red fiery liquid streams 

Incessant flow, 
Aboot the saul, through which it sweems 

Tae endless woe. 



Oh, sovereign dread calamity 
Tae thae, Lord, deprived o' thee, 
That whan the billionth century 

Its coorse has run, 
The saul's infinite misery 

Is but begun. 
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Gluttons an* drunkards deep are flang 
Hell's revellin' debauchees amang, 
Na tae encore the midnicht sang, 

But loodly rair 
For water in vain tae cule their tongue 

For evermair. 



The frothy, choleric, barkin' howl. 
The spitefu* envious gnaw their soul, 
The rich exclaim wi* writhin' growl, 

" We're no exempt," 
The proud beneath the bottom roll 

0' deep contempt. 



Eemorse, hell's keenest implement, 
Wi' a' its vengeance noo is lent. 
Its slothfu' victims tae torment 

Eternally, 
Wha foolishly their time misspent 

On worldly glee ; 



An' tint, through frantic vain delusion, 
The bricht Kedeemer's blissfti' vision, 
Markin' wi' heartless, cauld derision 

His love divine. 
But noo maun till His wrath's conclusion, 

In grief repine. 
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An' in deep tortnrin' anguish lie, 
Tae mourn, lament, repine, an^ cry, 
But hopes o' pity lurkin' nigh 

Tae ever hear them, 
Or soothin' heartfelt sympathy, 

Tae e'er come ne'er them. 

Aye tossin' on the troubled sea 

O' sin-created misery ; 

Aye langin' for what canna be 

By them enjoyed ; 
Aye tholin' what they canna flee, 

Or e'er avoid. 

Oh, that oor lives, Lord, were such 
As cause Thy Justice tae ootreach 
Thy love, an' cast wi' wrathfu' pitch 

On bumin' wave. 
That whilk thou ever-bleedin' stretch. 

Thy airm tae save. 
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THE CHILDREN OF HOPE. 

'^ Blessed is the man unto whom the Lord imputeth 
not iniquity, and in whose spirit there is no guile." — 
Psalm, xxxii., 2. 

Why mourn ye, happy children of the light, 

To whom belong the promises of bliss ; 
Who stiU produce rich i&^ts, transparent bright, 

Of piety and unstained consciences ; 

Who prepartake of Hope's deUciousness, 
Ere touching on the bright ethereal spheres 

Your virtues mould a paradise of this. 
To others but a gloomy vale of tears — 

Nought can disturb your coming jubilee 

Ye chosen heirs of heaven's felicity. 

That lovely land, abounding with delights 

Unknown to sorrow, pain, turmoil, or strife ; 
Where age, disease, and death yield up their rights 

To blooming youth, health, and immortal life ; 

Where tears, cares, dangers, and temptations rife 
Their blighting presence never dare obtrude ; 

Nor passions urge an impious disbelief 
To disarrange the glorious solitude 

And peace, that sweetly reign perpetually 

In bleat, secure, serene, tranquillity. 
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Joys inexpressible shall still be yours, 

Who now beneath Faith's holy banners stand, 
Resisting boldly all the sly allures 

Of Satan and his death-clad midnight band. 

Ye who with virtue's implements in hand 
Triumphantly repel, with courage strong. 

The foes between you and the promised land. 
Whose verdant sunny heights to you belong. 

O'er which to rove with saints and angels free, 

In blissful imion with the Deity. 

No more by others crossed, or grief perplexed 

To vice subjected, or to sin exposed. 
By calumny assailed, or envy vexed, 

Or slander^s forkM tongue through slime disclosed. 

The soul aroused, by sleep no longer dozed, 
Exultingly its unrestricted flights 

Prolongs through regions but by love enclosed. 
To feast on ravishing unknown delights 

In Jesus' sweet and glorious company 

Throughout an ever blest etanity. 

Rejoice, ye hopeful innocent, be glad — 
Perfections excellence your soul awaits ; 

Let the impenitent alone be sad, 
And yield beneath the weight that sin creates. 
The heart obdurate, God abominates. 

It swelling bursts with never-ending grief, 
While yours the humbly docile He elates 

Above its own conceptions or belief, 
Adorning every virtue with a gem, 
A q>arklmg, rich, eternal diadem. 
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Sweet is the yoke of thy pure love, Lord, 
Light is the burden of Thy just coinmand, 

But richer far the paltriest reward 

That ever issues from Thy faithful hand ; 
The meek possess Thy promised holy land ; 

The humble poor, exalted to be kings ; 

The mourners comforted, blythe, smiling stand, 

Eternally refreshed each loudly sings 

In blissful praise the bounties of his God, 
Whose Graces bore him to his new abode. 

The clean of heart their God do ever see, 
The peaceful privileged as His chosen heirs. 

Who hungered on, and thirsted righteously. 
Are amply feasted on delicious fares ; 
The merciful recline on golden chairs ; 

The persecuted largely entertained 
With beautiful and glorious repairs. 

For petty losses formerly sustained. 
Those blessing who them tenderly reproved. 
And towards happiness them on removed. 

Those who relinquished every thing for God, 
In sweet return receive an " himdred fold," * 

Or others, kindly led to his abode, 

Kefulgent shine, as brilliant stars of gold ; 
Thrice happy ye who now relax your hold 

Of earthly toys, and spurn the paths to sin ; 
When years in tens of millions past have roll'd, 

Your glory then shall seem but to begin, 
Nor can the mind to any limit tend 
Would bring your glories nearer to an end. 

• Matt. TIT - ^ft. 
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sweet expectance of a pious life, 

Thus to rejoice and sing eternally, 
Apart from sin, disquietude, and strife. 

Or whatsoever tends to misery ; 

From every danger and temptation free, 
With saints and angels ever to remain, 

Displaying crowns of immortality, 
Which faith and virtue only can sustain, 
' And bear triumphantly the pious soul. 

Beyond the reach of Satan's base control. 

Blessed be Thy gracious providence, O God, 
Who with so large a bounty woos us home, 

Applying mildly Thy corrective rod. 

When from Thy paths we feel inclined to roam, 
Ever inviting us to Thee to come.* 

Thy grace supplying as we stand in need, 
Thine arm assisting us the evil from. 

And ever pointing where we should proceed. 
Reminding us our progress to befriend, 
That earthless have, eternals have no end. 

•Matt. XL, 28. 
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TO THE 

SCOTCH REPEESENTATIVES, 

During the Prorogation of Parliament, prevu/us to the 
Presentation of the Chartist Monster Petition, 1839. 

I never was opposed to the Charter becoming the law of 
the land, but I was opposed, and that strenuously, to the end- 
less folly inseparably connected wifch its ultimate mode of at- 
tainment. 

Ye bodies wha enact oor laws, 

Ad* baud us here 'tween misery's jaws, 

Wi' backs as tattered as scar craws, 

An' nincled wames, 
My Muse doon fore yer honours fa's 

At your ain bames ; 

Tae rede ye, or ye neist assem'le, 
Tae gie what's wanted but a grum'le, 
Lest there micht be an illfaurt rum'le, 

Sud ye refuse't, 
Some say 'mang bluid they'd as sune tum'le 

As they been used. 

Tae let them ken ye harshly wrang them 
Newspaper- venders whiles harrangue them, 
An' deputies sen' through amang them 

Wi' speeches fine, 
Pointin' the rungs wi'. whilk ye bang them ; 

Is that na kin' % 
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Puir Dan,* wha lang sae weel did please them, 
Up heich as Dixon's lum they'd heeze him, 
'Cause he'll na firebran' rin's he sees some, 

They're loupin' wroth, 
An' threaten sair tae crush an' squeeze him 

Jast like a moth. 

Oor (Jasstown coofs are loudly cryin' 
Oct 'gainst sage Dan for na daft flyin' : 
Puir hirplin' deevils mair like dyin' 

0' broken heart, 
Than in a national struggle tryin' 

Tae act a part. 

Puir waverin' hare-brained coofish clan 

Tae sae misca the verra man 

Wha drew the first true genuine plan 

0' association. 
An' taucht tae burst oppression's ban' 

By agitation. 

Like mowdies blin' they yet had been, 

Tae gullability I ween. 

Had Daniel na drawn back the screen. 

Syne hiddlin' pranks 
Appeared, whan pointed at they seen, 

Noo diel tae's thanks. 

• Daniel O'Connell. 

E 
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Yet deil may care, they're thrang preparin', 
Though lame's baith Secretar' and Chaumaiiy 
Some chiel's tae get his weel-won fairin*, 

Aince they ootset, 
As Nature's been a wee thocht spairin', 

In giein' them wit. 

A queerer set a hoose ne'er met in, 

Yet chiels mair quiet a hoose ne'er sat in. 

Though feckly munbskulls but disputin' 

I winna wrang them, 
Jock Aitken, Lowrie, and Jim Paton * 

Are ocht's amang them. 

Ilk Lowrie here sae gaunt and tall is, 
A weaver's pittance noo owre small is, 
Tae reconcile sic side- clung bellies, 

Wi' stentin' ware, 
I ferlie na though sic-like fellows 

Grip in a snare. 



• Three sagacious villagers, the extent of whose mental capa- 
bilities for improving and reforming Legislatures I cannot bet- 
ter or more briefly illustrate to the reader than by assuring him 
that one of them, on leaving a pubhc meeting, at which A 
Wardrop was the principal speaker, observed to his equally 
imbecile companions, that *'the man preached an unco guid 
sermon, but I can never tell yet what pairt o' the Bible he 
took his text frae." 
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Whan the petition is presented. 
An' Gasstown heroes richt behint it, 
Although yer hearts afore ne'er dunted, 

Wi' fear ye'll shake, 
Sic figures gaunt afore ye planted, 

Will gar ye quake. 

Their meagre looks yer sauls will foun'er, 

An' trouth 'twill be nae ither won'er, 

Ye'U trow they've crawled the mools frae un'er, 

Tae seek redress ; 
Tae say them nay ilk spark o' honour 

Wad quit its place. 

War Scotia's bairns ranked in a raw. 
She coudna wale frae 'mang them a' 
A squad mair fit tae sen' awa 

Tae Lon'on City, 
For, gin they'll no fiicht into awe, 

They'll move tae pity. 
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THE CHOICE FOR ETERNITY. 

" For what is a man profited if he shall gain the 
whole world, and lose his own soul ? or what shall a 
man give in exchange for his soul ?" — Matt. xvL, 26. 

" Choose you this day whom ye will serve.— Joshua 
xxiv., 15. 

As there is noo nae time tae lose, 
Come, haste my saul, and let us choose, 
'Tween life an' death, whilk cast profuse 

Their claims before us, 
Ere sable nicht's dark gloomy hues 

Fast thicken o'er us. 

Let us in life's meridian day. 

Whilst healthy passions roun' us play, 

Strang urgin' us tae reckless stray 

Owre flowery meads. 
Prefer the short and thorny way * 

That upward leads. 

Arouse my said, frae sloth awake, 
Aff thy lethargic slumbers shake. 
Before the graces thee forsake 

Through disrespect, 
And gloom's eternal shades o'ertake 

Thy cauld neglect. 

• Matt, vii., 13, 14. 
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Bemember that thy ilka path 

Maun streek beneath the smile or wrath 

O* Him, wha ever sees and hath 

A victim bled, 
Tae save, or wi' eternal scath 

His vengeance shed. 



Eternity before thee lies. 
Immortal glory is the prize, 
Examine weel, let nae disguise 

Thy choice impede, 
But aye on hope-sped pinions rise, 

Thocht, word, an' deed. 



Cite a' this world sae fain caresses. 
In their maist fascinatin' dresses. 
And simply speir them tae their faces, 

Owre host by host, 
Gif they be worth the awfu' prices 

They sometimes cost. 



Speir this bit life fleet whiskin' by 
Compared tae an eternity, 
Gif tae indulge or satisfy 

Some silly passion, 
Thy future hopes thou shoud destroy 

On sic condition. 
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Or gin the vain forbidden things 
This world aroun' thee casts an' flings^ 
And up afore thee dazzlin' hings 

Wr temptin' glare, 
Be worth the pain their pleasure brings. 

In after care. 



Or o' themselves preferred should be, 
Tae Him wha on the fatal tree 
Suspended hung for lang hours three. 

That we micht rise, 
Heirs tae the ransomed purchase free 

Aboon the skie& 



Will they wi' saul-protectin' micht, 
Secure thee on the day or nicht. 
Fell death wings thy eternal flicht 

Thy doom tae read. 
Or solemn frae the judgment heicht. 

Thy triumph plead. 



Na, na, wi' a' their grand array, 
0' gilded pomp and trappins gay, 
Their silvery tones and rich display 

Apparent braw. 
They only smile thee tae betray, 

Tae thy dooniaT. 
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Nae maiter what present us here, 
Attrackin' taste, touch, eye, or ear. 
However channin' they appear. 

There's only He, 
Wha rules supreme the upper sphere, 

Content can gie. 

Syne haste, fause warl', thy bindm's loose, 
Thy flatteries I maun hence refuse, 
The promised chaste enamoured Spouse 

(y pious sauls, 
Wi' undivided zest tae choose 

Wha mine enthralls. 

Thy face, Lord, edge roun* tae me. 
Thy beauties deign tae let me see. 
My thochts frae worldly bondage free, 

That they nae mair 
May feel delicht in ocht but thee, 

Or feast elsewhere. 

Secure within thy sacred faul',* 
Wi' thae wha hear and ken thy call, 
Conduct my lag, faint, weary saul, 

Sae as tae be 
Whar it may aye renew its haul', 

Gif slacked on thee. 

St Johnz., 16. 



J 
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Wi* dark bedimmed, dull, roupy e'en, ♦ 
In quest o' future things unseen, 
We slowly staumer on between 

The guid an' ill, 
Aye doon inclinin' mair tae lean, 

Than up the hill. 

Did we but clearly here perceive. 
What we profess noo tae believe, 
Oor lives wad surely never strive 

By word an' deed, 
Tae sae reverse, bedaub, an' rive 

That verra creed. 

Did we but see the damned in flames, 
An' hear their wild rock-piercin' screams^ 
As doon the boilin' liquid teems 

0' fiery wrath. 
As Death, we'd shun their mad extremes 

An' doonward path. 

How we the sins wad spurnin' dread. 
That tae sic awfu' issues lead, 
Hooever ilka sense micht plead 

Their slicht encroach, 
We'd flee wi' fricht-begotten speed. 

Their first approach. 
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Nor let the neist temptation oatch ub, 
Hooever closely it micht watch us. 
Or strew its wiles in flowery batches, 

Within oor view, 
Nae mair sic trifles wad ootmatch us 

As whiles they do. 



Goud we but upward cast an e'e. 
And a' the saunts in glory see, 
Or hear their sweet saft melody 

Burst forth in sang ; 
How shoud we wis tae ever be 

Their bliss amang. 



An' strive oor best tae imitate 
Their former lives, wi' hopes elate, 
Whilk raised them tae the happy state 

They noo enjoy, 
An' baith oor pride an' self-conceit 

At aince destroy. 



How shoud we aye salvation seek. 
And a' that's guid oor business make. 
Be docile, hmnble, mild, and meek, 

As they had been, 
Aye ready tae assist the weak. 

An' puir befrierf. 
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The weel or woe impendin' o'er us, 
Thus undisguised, exposed before us, 
Wad blythely tae oorseFs restore us 

Wi' Syren voice, 
And point between sic joys an' sorrows 

An instant choice. 

We wadna think a humble prayer 
Was rather mair than we shoud spare. 
By whilk tae gain an ample share 

0' heavenly bays, 
Nor tae the fiel's wi' dogs repair 

On Sabbath days. 

Nor i' the face o' a comman' * 
Fause witness bear wi' upraised han' 
As did yon waur than Keellyman f 

At the appeal, 
A fully weer naething than 

lago's sel'. 

Nor ridicule wi' tongue or pen, 
Thae J wha wad steek up ilka den, 
Whar naething but the sauls o' men 

Are trafficked in. 
And bocht in millions doon tae sen' 

Wi' licensed sin. 

"Exodus XX., 16. 

f The perjured Hay-dealer. 

i Hie Advocates oi iihePenumi^e BilL 
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Nor yet the law constrained tae say, 
That thae • wha plunder, rob, an' slay 
Their tens o' thousands day by day 

Maun heaven share. 
Yet damn the starvin' wretch wha may 

Whiles kill a hare. 

Nor blythely greet the faithless man, 

Wha siller-dodges a' he can, 

Syne gars that he may steek his han' 

The gazette squeel, 
And spurn the honest chiel inawin 

A stane o' meal. 

Nor mock an' scoff at holy things, 
The Lord o' lords and King o' kings, 
Wham a' oor bits o* needfuls brings. 

And daily shares 
Amang us &ae a thousand springs 

His lovin* cares. 

Nor the becrimsoned field o' bluid. 
Be held as the supreme abode, 
0' some for mair superior god f 

Than we can claim, 
Nor carnage deemed the upper road 

Tae gilded fame. 

* Napoleon I. for instance. 
f Mara, the God of War. 
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Nor wad we frae sic fields descend, 
Oor inconsistent steps tae wend, 
Tae strangle some benichted fiend 

'Cause he but had 
Ae saul dispatched tae ser* some end 

0' moral fraud. 

Wha predetermine deeds like this, 
Shoud pre-procure State Licenses ; 
Sjne bauld in human butcher's dress 

Their gate pursue, 
Their necks the rape aye dreadin' less 

The mair they slew.* 

In pity, Lord, oor frailties plead. 
Nor let oor steps tae ruin lead. 
Thy graces amply us concede, 

Tae hear Thy voice. 
An' ever wisely towards guid 

Pursue oor choice, 

* To the reflective Christian mind it must appear excesfidvely 
strange, if not altogether irreconcilable, that either God or hu 
followers, after his divine injunctions regarding brotherly love, 
praying for enemies, &c., should look upon human carnage 
as a glory, and the sacrifice of one human life, even by means 
of the mildest poison, a crime, crying aloud to heaven for 
vengeance, or that ladies, whose gentle feelings would justly 
revolt at the bare idea of being present when the hawk was 
butchering and otherwise preparing his natural repast, can 
witness and appreciate with so much apparent complacency, 
the implements, evolutions, and willing perpetrators of such 
horrible and disgusting butcheries as are often proudly record' 
ed in the blood-stained annals of human warfare. If, imder 
the Christian Dispensation, war, or taking away human life 
at all, can be justified on any pretext whatever, it must be on 
HbMib of self-defence in cases of foreign invasion, highway rob- 
*^ % or in AQch-iike desperate exigexicie&. 
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And ken amidst oor bustlin' thrang, 

That we maun a' some day or lang, 

The prince, the peasant, weak and Strang, 

Just and unjust, 
Doon cahnlj huddle in amang 

Oor kindred dust. 
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TUGGIM'S LAMENT, 

On being conditionally removed to a friend* s rather than 
destroyed^ in order thus to evade the Taxes, when it must 
he admitted his treatment was very different from that 
which he had formerly received. 

Ye kindred dandies join my wail, 
A' mourn my fate o'er muir and dale, 
Frae Black' oodhouse tae Hindley Vale, 

Ye Dinmont breed, 
Tae yaumer and whine ye canna fail, 

Aince I proceed. 

My waefu' tale o' grief tae tell, 

Wlia aince was cheerfu', blythe, and fell, 

But noo can seldom cock my tail, 

Tho' game in view. 
In truth I scarce can stan mysel', 

I'm lean's a grew. 

I aince was young, and weel respecket, 
My parritch cog was ne'er neglecket, 
Wi' stent, rough, silvery, silky jacket, 

Nae toils I feared, 
But crash through ilka cover cracket 

Aye first I steered. 
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A yermin-killer tae my trade, 
Nor at a death e'er socht for aid, 
Whan clap, a cheerin' han' was laid 

Upon my back, 
About my lugs wi' glee I made 

Baith en's tae crack. 



Some o' my toils in pomp's noo worn, 
By thae wha me an' puir folk scorn, 
Baith muff an' tippet rich adorn 

Their winter walks, 
Whilk I hae socht frae 'neath the thorn 

Or auld peat stacks. 



As aft through fiel's I chanced tae stray, 
An' lang-lugged pussy cam' my way. 
The fient a whimper wad I say. 

But on did reel. 
An' aften's teeth an' claws I hae, 

I've gart them squeel. 



Doon Lochar side whan days war fine, 
An' Phoebus bricht i' the lift did shine. 
My maister's fancy did incline 

Tae musin' walk 
Through wild-duck haunts, it charmed my min' 

Tae hear them quack. 
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As aff they gaed wi' wounded flutter, 
Thus coaxin' me tae mak' a splutter, 
An' wyle me frae their broody litter, 

But I took tent, 
Their flicht delusive sudna matter. 

Dash in I went ; 



An* gaed the younkers sic a fricht, 
Quick aflF they set on tiptae flicht, 
Wafl&n' their wee bit wings wi' micht, 

Tae bear them £rae me, 
But had tae plump clean oot o' sicht. 

Or they cud lea'e me. 



Syne they took oot tae meadows green. 
But sune's I smelt whar ane had been. 
My tail betrayed wi' motion keen, 

Sae true I snufled it. 
Up frae its wee bit cowerin' den 

I sune wad lift it. 



Whan snarlin' curs did me attack, 

An' pounced their fore paws on my back, 

Close by the wizzon them I'd snack, 

Wi' vicious thraw, 
Till whiles they clean forgot the knack 

0' breath tae draw. 



Or gin it cam' in course tae grip it, 

I tichtly by the shank them snappit, 

Till doon their mou' yer head micht stappit 

Wr yowlin' pain, 
Whan free, wi' back-cast looks they happit 

Lame owre the plain. 

Whan sable nicht its gloom had shed, 
Owre tower an' tree, an' lanely glade, 
An' fouk start restless i' their bed. 

On dreamin' balance, 
I coud hae heard a mouse's tread, 

An' wad it challenge. 

Whan retrospectively I view 

What I hae been, what scenes gane through, 

Repinins thicken roun' my brow, 

Exiled frae hame, 
Wi' banes heich as aul' Causey's sow. 

An' toom-clung wame. 

It pits me mad — I canna bide it, 
Tae ken how warl'y gear's divided, 
How some cursed messons are provided 

Wi' toast an' tea. 
While skin a ratten, shak the hide o't, 

'Twill gar them flee, 
p 
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This Fortune seems tae mak' her study, 
Contrast the gentry i' their noddy, 
Rantin' aboot an' drinkin' toddy, 

Ilk day decked finer, 
Wi' the puir toil-worn workin' body, 

But claes or dinner. 



But tae my tale — ^here I am left, 
0' ilka comfort clean bereft, 
By mean informers' spitefu' shift 

Thae hellish fiends 
Wad sen their wee bit saul adrift 

Tae meet their ends. 



Puir Rodie ne'er wad wi' me pairted, 
Till life had him or me deserted, 
Had it na been for thae flint hearted, 

Cursed tax collectors, 
Wha on him like an arrow darted. 

Low tyrant factors ; 



But tae me wad been doubly kin', 

Nor caused thir torturin' waes o' mine, . 

Whilk hourly roun' my heart-strings twine, 

Wi' gnawin' pain, 
Had he me happed some dyke behin', 

There tae remain. 
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Or taen me tae some hole or drain, 
An' tae my neck fa&t tied a stane, 
An' cannily there slipt me in 

Though tears should rally, 
My war'ly cares wad syne been dune, 

But noo they're daily. 



For here they'll hae me mak' my leevin* 
By every kind o' graceless thievin', 
But ye my word may weel believe in, 

An' there content ye, 
My name, though inward wants are cravin', 

Shall ne'er affront ye. 



I never was a swine-trouch Hcker, 
And i' the house I was fu' Strieker, 
I wadna steer my parritch bicker, 

Though caul' and ready, 
Till by my name they'd ca' me siccar. 

Syne point and bid me. 



Nor wi' sad aspect droopin' sour. 
At bairns' pieces stood tae glower. 
Nor snapt them whan doon on the floor. 

Fa' en frae their han', 
Tae hear them skirl could ne'er endure. 

Nor mithers ban. 
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Ye dandies a' whilk I wis* weel, 
Oh haud ye back frae Bamershiel, 
For though ye plunder, rob, and steal, 

And bring^t hame wi' ye, 
Wad feed the baimies, and yersel' 

Fient o't they'd gie ye. 



Ye'U won'er how I fen, I'se warran', 
Trouth whiles I'm unco sair forfaim, 
But hunger s made me sae auld farren, 

I snouk aboot 
For 'tatty peels and banes o' herrin', 

That fouk fling oot. 



Wae worth the toy and tajBFy squad, 
Their horns and bells aye pit me mad, 
They tenfold tae my, miseries add, 

'Cause ilka bane 
For them bye carefully is laid, 

By wife and wean. 



Coud T but half my sorrows tell, 

Yer hearts I'm sure wi' grief wad swell, 

Tae ken me aince fat, strong, and fell, 

An' noo tae see me, 
Whan messons ding me owre pell-mell, 

Then sprawlin' lea'e me. 
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Fareweel my guid auld maister dear, 
An' blythsome Nell, wham I revere, 
May health an' happmess an' gear 

Wi' you sojourn, 
Till on my back, gif I bide here, 

Flesh will return. 



THE WORLDLING* 



And I looked on all the works that my hands had 
wrought, and on the labour that I had laboured to do ; 
and, behold, all was vanity and vexation of spirit, and 
there was no profit imder the sun. — Eccles. ii., 11. 

Oh, why sae fain and eagerly pursue 
The fause enjoyments o' this warFs deceits, 

Frae whilk but sad disasters can accrue, 
Deep disappointments and delusive cheats, 
Whar naething permanent oor hope awaits ; 

Fleet, vacant comforts, pain an' misery 
Ilk warldly expectation but begets, 

Though feastin' on its fairest vanity, 

Whase promised beauties and delichts are such, 
Thej qulckfy vanish at oor slichteat touci\i. 
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A warld whar vice an' pride predominate 
O'er modest virtue and humility, 

And moral worth maun crawl subordinate 
Beneath the whims o' base depravity, 
An' truth tae falsehood humbly bow the knee ; 

The innocent condemned wi' blushin' shame, 
Whilst wi' applause the guilty are set free. 

Their former crimes tae hail wi' lood acclaim, 
The wicked, hugged in honour's prood embrace, 
The pious hurled, despised, beneath disgrace. 

A warld wharin the gleggest canna ken, 

Howe'er enlarged their intercoorse has been, 

On passin' through its various grades o' men, 
The deedly fae an' true substantial freen ; 
In order tae illustrate what I mean. 

Permit the Muse in solemn tones tae say 

That they in wham guid faith reposed yestreen 

Wad fickle prove, gif lippened on the day. 
An' last nicht faes prove kindly an' discreet 
Gif private interest whispered them tae be't. 

A warld whar even kindred ties gie way. 
Unless secured wi' interested strings, 

And human motives ever but pourtray 
The utter naethingness o' yirthly things, 
Whase rich forbidden fruit nae pleasure brings 

Tae thae, the tempt, it foolishly partake ; 
Its rosy blushes still retain the stings 

0» Eden's auld coiled wily serpent snake, 
InBictin* noo as then fell, deedly skaith. 
In unprovided everlastm? de«Aik, 
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Yet are we ta'en wi' this fause crooked world. 
And blin'ly court its withered painted face, 

Frae whilk some morbid passion forth is hurl'd, 
We seize as mistress o* oor fond embrace, 
And bubble efter bubble madly chase, 

Regardless o' the swamps through whilk they lead, 
Nor slack, nor mitigate oor evil pace 

Till deep engulfed, we lood for mercy plead 
0' ane whase voice we ever disobeyed, 
And widely frae his sacred paths hae strayed 

N^lectin' thus the pure, the undefiled, 

And e'er enduring love o' Jesus meek, 
We heedlang rush intae sin's rudest wild, 
. Forbidden, vain frivolities, tae seek : 

A mair misguided, perverse human freak 
Omniscience coudna point Him tae than this — 

Tae pass (at filthy dubs oor thirst tae slake) 
The livin' foimtain o' eternal bhss — 

Preferrin', in oor love for liberty, 

The bottom link o* hell-forged slavery. 

Thou horrid, loathsome, frichtfu' monster. Sin, 
Frae what foul region hast thou issued forth ; 

Did what beget thee ere thou wert 1 Begin 
Heich up, laich doon, or east, wast, sooth, or north, 
Whar e'er located, hell buist gie thee birth, 

Proclaims the skaith yeVe wrocht frail human natiire, 
In sweepin' through this vice doon-trodden jdrth ; 

Some worship thee far mair than their Creator, 
Whilk gars thy impudence o'er prudence lord thee, 
In a' the gewg&wa Mammon can aSbtd tViee. 
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The humble few wha interrupt thy sway, 

Speak through their blissfu' lives tae let us ken,. 

That even here thy votaries rue the day 

They paid thee court, or smilin' bowed thee ben, 
Wi' fearfu' swoop doon tae thy gruesome den ; 

Wi' ruthless cast thou ane and a' them hurl, 
By thee designed the dismal hame o' men. 

Their God intended for a better worl' ; 

An' sent His Son tae be their hope an' stay. 
Lest they should faint or stumble by the way. 

Thou Great Source o' everlastin' joy, 
Tae Thy dependents lookin' up tae Thee ; 

Oor perverse, wild propensities destroy — 
Oor sauls enrich wi' Thy humility ; 

Let us nae mair delicht in misery. 

Nor prize the subtle poison o' the world. 
But cling, wi' life-attached tenacity, 

Aroond Thy glorious standard aye unfurl' d. 
Nor ony langer muddy water sup 
Frae Satan's foul, pernicious, gilded cup. 

Let us, whilst through this wilderness we roam. 
Deny oorsels o' a' things else for Thee,* 

Gar a* the pleasures o' this life become 
Embittered tae oor taste disgustin'ly ; 

Let us through faith survey, wi' stedfast e'e. 
The Lamb for oor eternal ransom slain, 
And rather yield ten thousand deaths tae dee. 

Than e'er by sin Him crucify again, 

Oorsels concealin' 'yont temptation's bounds, 
Withija the Saviour's sacred bleedin' wounds. 
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To A S W 

This Poem is designed as an apology for the abuse 
unsparingly lavished, while under the influence of in- 
toxication, on a former benefactor for kindly withhold- 
ing the means of further degradation. I am sorry to 
say that the incident referred to may be justly set 
down as an every-day occurrence in society — in which 
case, being viewed through a false medium, the friend 
and enemy are unjustly made to exchange places. 

Thir lines wi' droopin' heart I send ye, 
I'm wae tae think I did offend ye. 
For nae faut ye'd na siller lend me, 

'Cause I was fu'. 
For whilk I michtily commend ye 

Oot through an' through. 

Whan alcoholic fumes enshroud 
Oor reason closely wi' a cloud. 
Strange images sae densely croud 

Oor mental vision ; 
Keversely ilka thing is viewed 

Through the delusion. 
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Whilk weel explains the frenzied rage 
Yer sterlin' freenship did engage, 
An' will, I trust, tend tae assuage 

The wrath I dread, 
An' strongly, as a lyart sage. 

My weak cause plead. 



E'er sin' that nicht T did transgress, 

My Saul's been squeezed in hell's black press, 

Tae ease the grip, an' mak redress, 

I ken't na hoo. 
On hearin' o' ilk drucken mess 

I had gane througL 

Confused I sat, an' naething said, 

But retrospectively surveyed 

Ilk crooked nubilous obscure shade 

Whar I had been, 
At length, through memory's mystic aid 

I viewed the scene. 



Whilk me surcharged o' tremblin' dread, 
Yer smiles I've tint 'yont a remead, 
Hope whiles steps in, haiids up my head 

Aboon despair, 
Gif glooms I meet yer smiles instead, 

Tse ne'er dsue nmr. 
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Sin' back my reason did return, 
Wi' Etna's fire my breast did bum, 
By day I muse, reflect an* mourn 

My min's opprest, 
By nicht I toss till fairly worn, 

I canna rest. 



Wae worth yer name John Barleycorn, 
Baith mense an' gain ye gar us scorn, 
Guid freens ye into faes whiles turn. 

Whan chief ye reign, 
An' mony a breest o' peace left lorn 

As weel as mine. 



Some bardies say ye tune the lyre, 

And kin'le up poetic fire, 

But na ye raise, ye false inspire 

The min', then sinks it 
Aboon the lugs in crime's black mire, — 

I blush tae think o't. 



Whar Robie, prince o' rhymin' chiels, 
Tae fame descends, nor upward speels. 
By roosin' ye in hiccuped squeels 

Tae his aul " mither," 
An' thus her character bediels, 

In sottish blether. 
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Ye ken yersel' as weel as me, 
That he beside himsel' buist be, 
Whan he coud in immortal glee, 

Unblushin' sing, 
That national insanity 

Will freedom bring. 



Fu' mony a time yeVe gart me sit, 
Whar I'd maist's weel been i' the pit, 
An' gart me trow I'd genuine wit 

Ye sae deceive, 
An' some guid fallows gart me hit 

Wi' my rowed neive. 



Yet A ie lad, ye ken fu' weel, 

I'm nae disturbfu' kin* o' chiel, 
I'd rather be skelped till I'd squeel. 

Than diflfer wi' ye. 
Unless whan Bacchus gars me reel, 

And Reason lea'e me. 



But fu' ye'se never see me mair 
At coronation, hunt, or fair, 
The siller I'll hae wrocht for sair, 

Wi' me'se come hame, 
That Nelly ma/t on needfus wair, 

For back or wame. 
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My tongue gied unco sair abuse, 
For whilk I beg yer kind excuse, 
Ye maunna smool nor hang yer brows, 

Whan neist we meet. 
But, social, let us crack the news 

As soon's we greet. 

Sud ye pass o'er this drucken crime, 

I'se guiltless be in comin' time, 

An' though my Muse is scarce subUme, 

Her voice she'll raise 
Tae sing yer praise-worth name in rhyme, 

O'er Scotia's braes. 



I haena time this tae correct, 
Sae ye maun o'erlook ilk defect, 
An' hear me noo wi' due respect — 

Show't tae nae body. 
And ye may henceforth weel expect 

A frien' in Rodie. 
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PIOUS MEDITATIONS 

On the Divine Prerogative of the Soul 

under Temptation. 

The way of life is above to the wise, that he may 
depart from hell beneath. — Prov. xv., 24. 

My son, if sinners entice thee, consent thou not. — 
Prov. i., 10. 

Retire, my saul, intae thyseV, 
Gar thy maist deep recesses tell 
Thee a' the faes there lurkin' dwell. 

Syne bauldly bring 
Thy energies them tae expel 

Wi' heedlang fling. 



Tak' courage, onward, persevere — 
Wi' care thy neuks an' crannies clear 
0' ilka doot, fause hope^ an' fear. 

Conceit an' pride, 
Assured the heavenly hosts career 

Tae swall thy side. 
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Gif we &ae aff the snare aye tread us, 
The Holy Spirit will pervade us, » 
An' at oor biddin' blythely aid us * 

Tae clean owrecome 
A' the attempts tae doonward lead us 

Auld Nick can sum. 



God and His holy angels for us, 
The blessed saunts rejoicin' owre us, 
Sweet consolations amply pour us 

Whan we resist 
The warldly wiles thick strewn before us, 

As they insist. 

The Great Omnipotent aye wi' us, 
Frae sin, an' death, an' hell tae free us, 
Unless oor ain faut, winna lea'e us 

In jeopardy. 
But on triumphantly convey us 

Tae victoiy. 

The gracious Prince o' Calvary, 
The Paraclete, the Glorious Three 
Unite in ae gran' Trinity, 

Oor pairt tae tak', 
Wi' a' the guid, baith laich an' heich, 

Close at oor back. 

• Matt, vii., 7, 8. John xvi., 23. 



? 
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Thus guairded we hae nocht tae fret us, 
Though yirth an' hell wad roun* beset us, 
Wr a' their gilt decoys tae cheat us 

Their ranks intae, 
But oor ain aid can ne'er defeat us, 

Dae what they may. 

Nocht but oor ain corrupted nature, 
0' perverse growth an' human stature, 
Dare tae deface the comely feature * 

Within us placed. 
The impress o' the great Creator 

Divinely traced. 

Sin whiles unsocht itsel' presents, 
In life's unlucky accidents, f 
An' deep in retrograde descents 

The saul involves. 
Subversive o' oor guid intents, 

An' best resolves. 

Yet o' themsels nae power can hae J 
Oor wills tae force or lead astray, 
Beyond the limits we pourtray 

By oor consent. 
Unless we yield,§ they ne'er can sway 

Oor purposed bent. 

♦ Genesis i., 26. 

f Temptations arising from our unavoidable intercourse wii 
the world, 

1 1. Cor. X., 13. ^ James iv., 7. 
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Much less the glorious means* frustrate, 
Eternal wisdom did create, 
As bulwarks in our fallen state 

That Satan micht, 
Wi' a' his craft and schemes complete, 

Be put tae flicht. 

Kedemption thus securely wrocht, 
Sic holy means divinely brocht. 
Sic faithfu' promises unsocht, 

Oor hopes inspire, 
The ferver o' ilk upward thocht 

Impellin' higher. 

How generous is Thy love, Lord, 
Infinite King, incarnate Word, 
Whase ample bounty has restored 

Tae liberty, 
Wham Satan's links had long secured 

In slavery ; 

Invitin' a' sae cordially f 

The young, the auld, the bond, the free, 

0' ilka kindred, tongue, degree, 

Frae wast tae east, 
Tae come and share impartially 

Thy nuptial feast. 

* Religious Ordinances, 
t Matt, zi, 28, 29, 30. 

a 
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Sae freely are Thy graces given, 
The gate sae level, plain, and even, 
That nane are steekit oot frae heaven 

But only thae 
Wha winna frae their sins be driven, 

Nor in will gae. 

Cheer up, my saul, syne blythely steer 
Thy heevenly coorse, but dreed or fear, 
Wi' dauntless courage persevere 

Though even Death, * 
Wi' a* his terrors, lingers near, 

Forbodin' scaith. 

A passage aye but unco short, 
For a' sae rad as we are for't, 
Gif we implicitly resort, 

And on't rely, 
The Saviour's cross will us support 

Tae sleep it by. 

The glorious saunts' proficiency f 
In soothin* Death's malignity 
Wi' the sweet balm o* Calvary, 

Oor will inclines 
His shafts tae brave contemptuously 

Wi' calm resigns. 

• Rev. ii., 10. John xiL, 25. 
f James v., 10. 
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Thy energies, my saul, renew, 
Wi' ceaseless vigour on pursue 
The golden prize within thy view, 

Nor slack thy pace 
Until the pahn-wreath on thy brow 

Decides the race. 

Eternity is noo at stake, 
Whilk sud thy energies awake, 
Assured that afben tae the weak 

The palm is given, * 
And, the fond goal tae, whilk thou make 

Thy wished-for heaven, f 

For whilk the holy hermits fled 
The downy for the mossy bed, J 
And rather than in ermine tread 

The path tae sin, 
Preferred the desert, meanly clad 

In himible skin. 

That heeven for whilk great saints of old 
Forsook croons, hames, freens, comforts, gold, 
And rushed intae the forest hold 

Or desert wild, 
The cross the closer tae infold 

Frae pomp exiled. 

♦ Eccles. ix., II. t Matt, xvi., 24. 
t Matt, xix., 21, 29. 
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That heeven for whilk sae mony hae, 
Christ's blest injunctions tae obey,* 
Retired &ae sin's allurements tae 

Some lone retreat, 
Their worldly^treasnres doon tae lay 

At Jesus' feet. 

That heeven for whilk the martyrs smiled, 
Whan threatened, tortured, or exiled, 
Or flames, or hxmgry lions wild 

Their doom pourtrayed,* 
Wr sweet, rejoicin' aspect mild. 

They a' surveyed. 

That heeven in whilk peace ever reigns, 
Apairt frae ilka thing that pains. 
And joy, in holy, meltin' strains 

For ever swells. 
And love its final heicht attains. 

And, ravished, dwells. 

That heeven, whar reigns eternally 
The blest, eternal Deity, 
Inviting tae his banquet free f 

Baith grit an' sma', 
Not ev'n, my saul, exceptin' thee, 

The least o' a'. 

• Matt, xxii., 9. f 2d Tim., iii., 12. 
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Thy thochts, therefore, high elevate, 
The glorious prospects thee await 
In boundless raptures contemplate 

Wi* gratefu' e'e. 
Thy love for him perpetuate, 

Wha set thee free. 

Oh, thou supreme, Almichty Lord, 

Jehovah, God, Eternal Word, 

Lest we for wham thy bluid has poured, 

Frae thee depairt, 
In thy blest, sacred life-record 

Oor names insert 

Thy just, indignant wrath restrain. 
In mercy oor frail lives sustain, 
Sae as tae gar us aye refrain 

Frae ocht that's ill. 
And on thy special graces lean 

The end untiL * 
• Matt xxiv., 13. 



% 
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The virtue shaped o* slavish fears, 
Like rag-made claith, but badly wears, 
While danger immenently nears 

'Tis hale an' ticht, 
Dispelled, in shreds it rives an' tears, 

As cobwabs slicht. 



Death kens fu' weel he needna hurry, 

Nor pit himseF intae a flurry, 

For, though we physic gulp an' worry, 

Life tae retain. 
We're madly rushin' on like fuiy 

Tae bwall his train. 



He mocks oor silliness of soul. 
As deep within the social bowl, 
We seek his influence tae control, 

An' clean defeat him. 
As if by dint o' alcohol 

We aff coud beat him. 



Weel may he smudge within his sleeve 
At oor attempts his snares tae leave — 
Oor wishes, anxious tae survive 

A distance frae him, 
Oor actions, wi' a counter-drive. 

Fast rushm' toA him. 
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Whan sent he comes, oh heeven be gracious, 
0' life we*se no be owre tenacious, 
Beyond his grip there's something precious 

We houp tae gain, 
We're His wha paid the purchased price o' us. 

And no oor ain. 



Gin ye yer time ware i' the College, 
On fructifyin* mental tillage, 
Encircled wi' poetic foliage, 

Yer min' will bear 
Braw clusters o' bricht usefu' knowledge, 

Baith rich an' rara 



An' thus bloom forth in ilk direction, 
Auld Scotia's hope, pride, an' protection, 
Until frae sober, sane conviction, 

Her bairns conclude 
Their brains nae mair shall oyer mix in 

The fiery flood. 



A healthy, moral population 

Can never grace oor British nation, 

Sae lang as errin' legislation 

Will sae misguide us. 
As license Satan's warst temptation 

Tae doouward lead w&. 
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I watna gin this rhymin' clatter 
Will tend tae mak' us ony better, 
Fain wad I stamp on ilka letter 

Some moral truth, 
Wad prostrate age a humble debtor 

Tae weel-wair't youth ; 

But only can, in hamely phrases. 
Attempt tae sing the weel-won praises 
0' him wha Virtue's standard raises, 

Erect in stature. 
An* targe him tichtly wha debases 

Frail human nature. 
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TO THE SAME. 

Dear Rab, has yon blin* urchin threw 

A shaft frae oot his quiver, 
That through yer vera heart has flew, 

Or deeply pricked yer liver. 
Guid flEdth, I doot ye're owre the pow 

In deeper love than ever, 
£lBe wad yer ink be stagnant now. 

That flowed aince like a river 

Baith nicht and day. 

Are ye a-railway gamblin' gone, 

An' swapped the Muse for money, 
Or are ye lit some heicht upon, 

Than Parnassus mair sunny ? 
Or are ye petrified tae stone — 

A movin' human stone— eh 9 
Or are ye drowned in Helicon — 

Or what the hule's come on ye 
This mony a day ? 

Gif ye're na wi' the prosey laid, 

Ter harp again be thairmin', 
Just think upon yon lovely maid. 

An' tell the worF she's charmin'. 
Tae sing the simple sweets she said 

There's unco little harm in, 
Sae lang as she nae ferth^ gaed 

Than gently dozed yer arm in. 
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TO THE RIGHT HON. 

SIR ROBERT PEEL, BART., 

PRIME MINISTER, 
On the Introduction of his Foreign Tarif, 1842. 

Oh, Bobby, ye're a canty carl. 
The nicest chiel in a' the warl'. 
For in despite the graziers' snarl, 

Or selfish grief. 
Ye lang tae gie puir fouks a harl 

0* guid soun' beef. 

This guid while back the puir hae gotten 

But xmco little lamb or mutton. 

Or veal, whilk their lank chafts but fat on, 

WiU bear strong prief, 
Ilk warkmsm chieFs as weak's a ratten 

For want o' beef. 

Auld grannie i' the neuk bewailin', 
*€rainst neither Whig nor Tory railin'. 
Says, ere oor pride gat sic a quailin', 

Nae foreign chief 
Coud ding the weest Scotch herd callan*, 

^Cause fed on beei 
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Thrang breathin' prayers as lang's a tether, 
Are oor gudewives amang the heather, 
That ye aff-loof may tichtly leather 

Ilk stubborn thief 
Wha shapes his mou' 'fore thee tae blether 

'Gainst foreign bee£ 



They ken, in days o' Bruce an' Wallace, 
Auld Scotlan' reared richt sturdy fallows, 
But than nae lordlin' thing was jealous, 

Or pined wi' grief, 
Tae see their wames stowed oot like pillows, 

Wi' rives o' beef. 



Yer name in sweetest murmur bizzes 
Amang oor Jennies, Pegs, an' Lizzies, 
Wha'd fain renew wi' savoury sauces, 

Yer fadin' leaf, 
Eennin' they'll be richt winsome hizzies 

Whan fed on beef. 



As sure's the sun gat up this mom 
Ye'll set auld Scotlan' thee adorin*, 
Blessin' the hour that ye war bom 

Tae gie relief, 
Gif ye import guid foreign com 

As weel aa \>ee{. 
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But, aboon a' the ills Dve dree, 
Oh, Robm, wad ye set us free 
Frae the effects o' barley bree, 

A cursed mischief, 
Ten thousand times waur than gif we 

Ne'er tasted beef. 



Divest the demon, liquor ha's, 

0' alcoholic license laws, 

An' thus, despite auld Nickie's thraws, 

His tapsail reef, 
The ever-fertile source an' cause 

0' want o' beef. 



The coloured slave ye hae elated, 
An' proscribed sects emancipated. 
But 'boon them a' he sud be rated 

Compasiion's chief, 
Wha'd sell, tae hae his min' unseated, 

Baith saul an' beef. 



The maist substantial, usefu' tariff 

That e'er yer suppliant bairns coud share of, 

Is legislative power tae waur aff 

That greedy thief, 
Wha's fiery pinions thousands bear aff 

For mauk-worm beef. 
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Fair fa' yer gracefu' lyart pow, 
May He unto yer prayer or vow, 
Wha set yer frozen heart a-low, 

Be never deef, 
But grant yer chafts lang pith tae chow 

Guid whangs o' beef. 



LINES 

On reading in the " Dumfriea Courier *' the Death of 
SIB ROBERT GRIERSOF, Baronet of Lagg, who 
Died at Rockhall-ffouse on the Morning of Sth Au- 
gust, 1839. 

Why slumber now ? Arouse ethereal Muse ; * 
In mournful strain sing, doleful are the news. 
With melting heart here pensively I view, 
And with affection's warmest tears bedew 
The column which the painful message brings 
Upon its ample, veritable wings. 
The just, the brave, the generous, and the sage. 
By Death's been hurled from off this mortal stage. 
While some are left, who never sympathise 
With widows' tears, nor suffering orphans' cries. 
Ah, cruel Death, why thus to us imkind, 
The saint to take, and tyrants leave beYuxid. 
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In funeral notes now let the song be sung, 
My wailings join, ye vigorous, aged, and young, 
AU Nature, too, lament from shore to shore, 
A Grierson's dead — Sir Kobert is no more. 

Bnt hold, ye venal, servile adulators, 
And unprovoked, keen satirising praters. 
Shed not your feigned, impious tears among 
The truly-feeling, virtuous, weeping throng. 
Your bleeding victims elsewhere keen pursue, 
Nor come me nigh — ^no plaints I make to you, 
Who with insidious, barbed, destructive darts, 
Pierce daily through just, grateful, honest hearts. 
Avaunt, likewise, ye mad, ambitious race. 
Who childish toys and airy phantoms chase. 
The level to surmount, a point to rise. 
All reputation you would sacrifice ; 
To cause your names to bear a future show 
You'd crush and trample everything below. 
Ye envious, too, whose imrelenting breast 
Feel not for others' woes, I now request 
That from me you would at a distance roam, 
Nor with your presence taint his sacred tomb. 
But you, whose every moral teaching line. 
The honest truth contains, Muse divine, 
The bumble's virtues gladly you relate, 
Nor vice concealst, though wrought by men of state. 
Share my sad woes, in sable weeds appear, 
And on his grave let fall the pitying tear. 
Come, likewise, you whose hearts are ever love. 
And you whose aims are ever to m^rove. 
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In short, come all you sympathizing swains 
And vent your sorrow o'er the dear remains 
Of one whose heart and hospitable door 
Were ever open to the suffering poor. 
Now gone, alas, to mingle with the earth 
Is that old knight of pure, unspotted birth, 
Descendant, too, of such an ancient race, 
My pen, though humble, could with ease retrace, 
And pomt where his heroic sires have trode. 
From Kockhall-house to the destroying flood. 
Ye rivers weep, display your pebbled beds. 
Ye mountains, too, that rear your towering heads, 
Your summits mantle in an evening cloud. 
While heavy mists your sloping forms enshroud. 
Weep dry your channels all ye lesser streams. 
From wimpling Lochar, to the silver Thames ; 
Ye rocky dens, where answering echoes lie. 
Repeat my moans, return each broken sigh 
That bursts out from my bosom's inmost core — 
Sir Robert's dead — and Virtue is no more. 
Ye spreading trees that front his lofty hall, 
Sigh, lose your hold, the rustling leaves let fall ; 
Ye pleasant walks, ye verdant, scented bowers. 
Sigh for his loss, him mourn ye circling hours ; 
Ye thorny fences, and ye grassy mounds 
Weep, for no more in his diurnal rounds 
He'll from his carriage, while the wheels slow move. 
With pleasure mark how your young growths improve* 
Now closed for ever the once sparkling eyes 
That hailed your progress with a g\«A wxTgna^ \ 

H 



Ye cooling breezes, whersoe'er ye blow, 

Unceasing breathe sad elegies of woe ; 

Ye feathered minstrels henceforth cease to sing, 

Nor rise, ye flowers, to hail the birth of spring ; 

In sorrow, Lochar, kiss the Solway shore. 

His courteous tread shall grace thy banks no more. 

The Muse may now enjoy her soft repose. 

Nor need she dictate rhyme, blank verse, or prose, 

Thus to perpetuate his deathless name. 

And propagate his never-dying fame, 

His deeds will here his name immortalise, 

And bear't triumphant round the upper skies. 

He led a sweet, smooth, exemplary life, 
Unknown to pride, law, luxury, or strife. 
If in his breast aught rose like a dispute, 
'Twas the larger virtues forcing the smaller out. 
Thus was his soul composed at heaven's expense 
Of every virtue in its brightest sense. 
An easy landlord, and a husband kind, 
A tender father, and a generous friend. 
His words were mild, expressive, and discreet. 
Mild his reproofs, his counsels sage and sweet ; 
His strict morality gave vigorous strength. 
And spun life's thread to an unusual length, 
Even Death, when in full power dispatched had been, 
His life to terminate, and close the scene. 
Does to no violent means of force resort, 
But unequipped glides from the upper court. 
Full conscious that the victim was resigned 
To heaven's decrees, he leaves \iia ^«irt, \i^\i\Tvd, 
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And slowly stalks to Eockhall's splendid dome, 
Its lord to call to his true Father's home. 
Entering, he gently hinted his demand. 
The ready knight stretched forth his willing hand, 
Nor strove by struggling to prolong his stay. 
But smiling rose, and left his house of clay. 
Though Death thus leniently withheld the dart, 
With worth like his we mourn, we grieve to part, 
Our feelings prompt, because to each a friend. 
To think his time here ne'er should have an end ; 
But let us count the moments as they fly, 
And bear in mind that man is bom to die, 
And store up treasures that will ne'er decay, 
Likis him, to meet the great accounting day. 
And merit here a general regard. 
And after death reap virtue's sweet reward. 

On silken wings his temperate hours flew on, 
From youth to age, to guile and vice unknown ; 
His soul o'erflowed with heavenly charity, 
His every action what it ought to be ; 
<^or could he wish a single deed undone 
When he the second century had begun. 
His peaceful moments mild he numbered o'er, 
Then crossed Death's stream to the celestial shore. 

Arise, my thoughts, on heaven-ascending wings. 
And view him seated with the King of Kings, 
There ever breathing hallelujahs forth, 
And largely reaping what he sowed on earth. 
Surrounded too by the seraphic throng. 
As by them Jed the fragrant gro\ea axaoxi^, 
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Where every tree forth golden fruit doth brings 
And on each leaf new dazzling beauties hing, 
To where salvation's fountain gently flows, 
Refreshing all who on its Source repose. 
On its green flowery banks himself he seats, 
To drink profuse its life-promoting sweets. 
Victorious now o'er all this side the grave, 
He roves where amarynthian blossoms wave. 
And smiling nod upon their bending stalks. 
Courting his notice as he onward walks 
Through life's rich, pleasing, ample, fertile field. 
Enjoying all that heaven itself can yield. 
My raptured soul, caught by its heavenly flame, 
On viewing the saint does reverently exclaim : 
" Oh, happy inmate of that blest abode. 
Where praising angels, and a smiling God 
For ever dwell, 0, bright, glad, realm of day. 
No evening clouds e'er chase thy light away." 
Gaze on, my Muse, with wondering fond delight, 
Implore the powers to aid thy daring flight. 
To glance the rich empyreal courts within. 
And witness what we mortals lose by sin, 
To earth then thy descending flight piu^ue. 
And teach unthinking sinners what to do ; 
Entreat them to invoke God's special grace, 
Nor sell so cheap their claim to such a place. 
As that from which my thoughts unwilling pass. 
The transient view I've had but through a glass, 
Would compensate— 0, that my soul was free, 
Ten thousand ages of adversity, 
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And in the other sense as far outvie, 

All terrene pomp, and sensual luxury, 

Which tj^ough at first seem sweet, soon after cloy, 

While heaven's best sweets increase as we enjoy. 

Now that my thoughts embrace earth's lowly ground, 
Sir Robert's mourners me encompass round, 
The scenes much vary, springing both from love, 
Beneath all grief — all boundless joy above. 
But to elucidate the wide contrast, 
Above they've gained, below the prize we've lost. 
As he inhabits now a milder sphere. 
From every eye wipe every burning tear. 
Cease to lament — there yet remains an heir, 
A Grierson too, to fill his father's chair, 
That's been vacated by a high decree, 
Nor can reflection say it should not be. 
This balm apply — ^'twill soothe the affected parts, 
'Twas left to staunch and heal your bleeding hearts. 
Therefore retire now from his hallowed tomb. 
Your former cheerful habits all resume. 
In smiling bands rush forth, the captain meet. 
And wish him welcome to the happy seat 
That's long been held in mild serenity. 
By heaven's best models of philanthropy. 
With him return — ^your griefs dispel — rejoice ! 
Assist with loud congratulatory voice 
In placing Alexander in the chair, 
Then join in this my short but fervent prayer : — 
" Ye powers descend, encircle him about, 
Your choicest gifts to him deal largeV^ oul, 
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Grant that, revered by all, he sit upon 
That honoured seat, as his good sires have done; 
May all that's pleasing crown his future years^ 
And when no more, may his succeeding heirs 
In order stand, nor may the name be lost, 
A nation's pride, a nation's chiefest boast. 
And like his sires spend peaceful happy days, 
Attracting still the Muse's fondest gaze." 



LINES BY WAY OF EPITAPH, 

ON THE 

Late Lamented LADY MARGARET J) ALZIEL, and 
her no le^s virtuotis and exemplary JBusband, SIR 
ROBERT GRIERSOF of Rochhall, together with 
their CHILDREN, who are now Interred, comnfienc- 
ing with her Ladyship. 

Calm here she lies, whose form once so complete. 

Dame Nature, happy in amazement scanned, 
Declaring one so lovely, fair and neat, 

Ne'er had nor could again pass from her hand, 
The external parts most exquisitely grand, 

So sweetly tasteful were they all arranged, 
And well each beauty in its place did stand. 

Dark envy only could have wished them changed ; 
The mental — such their faintest ray alone. 
With heaven's refulgence, these, tW bright, outshone. 
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The sharer of her blissful life also, 

Whose truly feeling, generous, manly breast 
All spumed while on earth's proving vale below. 

But what the saint would gladly have possessed. 
Here, too, in peaceful happy slumbers rest 

Those scions once possessing every grace, 
Since Death his image first on man imprest, 

More worth reposed not in an equal space, 
J^or will when last his impress seals mankind. 
Unless by heaven new virtues be designed 



RESIGNATION TO THE DIVINE 

WILL. 

Addressed to Helen, a dearly beloved child of the 
Author's^ who died 2d November, 1844, aged three 
years and two months, apparently possessed of all those 
natural accomplishments calculated to adorn and dis- 
tinguish the fair sex, as regards both body and mind 
—in the similitude of a fine species of Garden Flower, 
placed on a wild uncultivated Waste — surrounded 
chiefly with Weeds — excluded from the genial rays of 
the Sun — and openly exposed to all the rude incle- 
mency of the Seasons. Intended to imply, in a beau- 
tiful young female of humble birth, a want o£ Ed>M»r 



112 

tion — an unavoidable intercourse with low evil com- 
pany — a removal (from a necessity of serving others) 
from the care, instruction, and j arisdiction of truly in- 
terested, and therefore devoted, Parents — and an in- 
volimtary subjection to the rumous attacks of the other 
sex figuring in High Life, 

Empyreal gem, affection's tribute paid. 

Sweet thoughts divine, come rushing to my aid, 

Replete with heaven's refined true Christian bahn^ 

My troubled soul bereft of thee to calm. 

Deep reprehensive, urging into view, 

But seldom seen, or if at all, by few. 

The source fallacious whence he seeks relief. 

When heaven is pleased to visit him with grief. 

Who dares to pray " on earth Thy will be done,'^ 

Yet meets that " will," if adverse, with a frown, 

Nor even adverse oft, when known aright. 

The opposite extreme ill-judged on sight. 

Inspiring thus with holy Job to say, 

" The Lord doth give, and why not take away T 

Since bliss unforfeited you must partake, 

Unless condemned for mere condemning's sake. 

Resigned, no more thy happy change I'll mourn. 
Though from my fond reluctant bosom torn. 
The cause, — you were entrusted to the care 
Of those unskilled in nuising flowers so fair, 
(In blest fulfilment of some wise design. 
In heaven matured as means to ends divine) 
As well as that thy natal lot was cast 
On lifers bleak waste, exposed to every blasts 
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Eesistless sweeping, heedless of remorse, 
Defenceless victims down its onward course ; 
Beneath whose ruthless and insatiate sway 
The sweetest bloom first droops into decay. 

No wall to meet the dark impending storm, 
Protective rose around thy lovely form, 
Nor culture o*er her friendly influence shed 
The soil intended for thy infant bed ; 
But unreclaimed, ill suited to remove 
Thy growth celestial circling weeds above. 
Whose rude contrast would tend but to have shewn 
You charms possessed, rich, tempting, not their own, 
Which might to man become an easy prey. 
As insects, unsuspecting, to the jay. 
The Over-Gardener, well perceiving this, 
Kemoved thee to his flower-knot of bliss ; 
There, close beneath his all-auspicious eye, 
Ever to bloom throughout eternity. 
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ON THE EEV. HENEY SMALL. 

He has gone to the grave before as, 
In his prime, when he brightest shone, 

The soother of all our sorrows — 
The best of the good is gone. 

His hand was that of a brother, 
The flow of his soul still the same. 

His council was such that none other 
Could warm with so holy a flame. 

He was great when the great man was needed, 
A child 'mong the young and the pure. 

Vice always before him receded, 
Ashamed of its skill to allure. 

Ye strayed of his flock wail o'er him. 
Your sorrows pour over his grave. 

In your souls* inmost fold ye wore him. 
Yet fled when he sought to save. 

Oh, hear him, still earnest to hallow, 
Respond from the depths of his tomb. 

Arise, take the cross up, and follow 
Where Jesus invites you to come. 

He has gone to the grave before us 
In his prime, when he brightest shone. 

The soother of all our sorrows — 
The best of the good is gone. 
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EPITAPH ON THE SAME. 

Here lies the sainted dust of Henry Small, 

A pastor to his flock divinely given, 
Until found worthy of a higher call ; 

The gift was claimed, to reign with Christ in heaven. 
Nor did the summons, though abrupt, appal 

His ardent soul, which spotless, pure, and even, 
Adorned with robes composed of virtues all, 

Unsullied as the virgin snow when driven, 
With kindred Seraphs winged its willing way, 

And, smiling, left its tenement of clay. 



DOUIEVALE. 

Come, ye votaries o* love, 
In the garden or the grove, 
Thrush an' linnet my delight, 
A' yer neebours roun' invite. 
Sic as whistle, hum, or sing. 
In the merry months o' spring. 
Gentle things in fairy dress, 
Bizzin' through amang the grass, " 
In yer countless bands advance. 
Pipers in the midges' dance, 
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String yer tunefu' harps tae rival 
A* the fauns and fays that travel, 
Wood or water, hill or dale, 
In smgin' o' sweet Douievale. 
There m gladsome revehies, 
Reign the rural deities, 
Flora in triumphant glee. 
Clad in richest drapery, 
Dealin' roun', wi' tasty care, 
Gems and jewels here and there, 
In profusive skilfu' order. 
As proclaimed frae wa' tae border, 
Hums announcin' tae the latest. 
Them tae be the best an' sweetest. 
Sweet Pomona in a car, 
Brichter than the Momin' Star, 
Keekin' oot wi' gracefn' nods 
Frae unfauldin' virgin buds, 
Deckin' sprays o' purest green, 
In her richest golden sheen ; 
Whilk the kindest orb o' heaVn 
Sports amang frae mom till even 
Tmgin' their transparent cheeks 
Wi' blythe rosy fiien'ly streaks, 
Whilk in gracefa' mild return, 
Wr responsive blushes bum. 
Gilding wi' his latest ray, 
Or he seeks his lingerin* way, 
Reluctant tae the western pale, 
Tae nuoiiiate on Douievale. 
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Saft ye northern breezes blaw, 
As ye near the garden wa' 
On the bleak an' distant heath, 
Fling yer bitter bitin' breath. 
Fleecy cluds in needfa' hours, 
Drizzle doon mild fruitfa' showers, 
That the willin' soil may teem 
Wi* luxuriant gifts tae him, 
Wha in beauty's blythest feature 
Drest this spot aince shunned by nature, 
Shortly syne the rudest speck 
On dun Lochar^s devious track. 
Paddocks ♦ croaked its former tale, 
Noo poets sing o' Douievale. 

Adie, faither o' us a', 
Black as slaes, or white as snaw. 
Let me at yer honour speir. 
Is na bliss primeval here ? 
Here nae wily serpent lies, 
Hissin' at its native skies, 
Spitefu', doggin' late and ear* 
Happy swain, or virgin fair. 
Ever coiled on ready spring, 
Tae inflict its deedly sting. 
Here the guileless fear nae scaith. 
Here nae tree produces death, 

* Its former name was Paddock Hall — so called, I presume, 
from the apparently irreclaimable nature of its marshy swamps, 
and adaptation to the wants and wishes of these little amigoi' 
\nouB animals. 
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But in ilka leaf and flower 
Can be traced the rulin' Power, 
That the day on whilk ye fell, 
Snatched ye frae the jaws o' hell. 
Ilka thing invites us here 
To expect a brighter sphere, 
Whar nae blast frae winter's mouth 
Can impede the happy growth. 
Or fell canker e'er assail 
Oor future blissfu' Douievale. 



THE POLECAT'S ADDRESS 

TO ITS OWN AND SIMILAR SPECIES, 

Subsequent to its victory over Mr T, R.y the celebrated 
Black, White, and Spotted Fancier's Two Favourite 
Stock Terrier Bitches, cut Longwood, \st December, 
1850. 

TO MR JAMES MAXWELL, 

Fancier and Breeder of the Real, Genuine Dandy 
DiNMONT Terrier, the following Poem is most re- 
spectfully inscribed : — 

You nocturnal vermin of every degree, 

Whose wanderings to dangers expose ye, 
Your prowlings suspend, come and listen to me, 
Whilst I an adventure disclose ye ; — 
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One night on my rambles as lately I sped, 
Through brakes by me oft-times frequented, 

On something I lucklessly happened to tread, 
Which my further progress prevented. 

It seizing with violence, I pulling my might. 

Enraged, with my teeth I ne'er fought so, 
Which, spuming, it only secured me more tight — 

At least from its pressure I thought so. 
I tossed and I tumbled like one that was drunk, 

My struggles renewed and abated. 
At length overpowered, exhausted I sunk. 

And calmly my fate thus awaited. 

Aurora in all her bright glories advanced, 

Apparently wishing to cheer me ; 
But doubly my anguish and terrors enhanced, 

The closer she seemed to come near me. 
On her pinions I knew was engraven my doom, 

Human art been engaged in my capture ; 
Her smiles therefore tended to fill me with gloom. 

Instead of sweet ecstatic rapture. 

Yet onward she hastened in gorgeous array, 

Night vanquished before her receded. 
Revealing me clearly as prostrate I lay. 

To him * whom on earth I most dreaded ; 
From whose cruel yearnings as on me he gazed, 

Enthralled by his midnight invention. 
The wolf would recoil though his victim is seized 

With savage ferocious intention. 

• The Trap SeUex. 
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I then was in triumph removed to a spot, 

Secluded, where nought should annoy me. 
Till Gipsy the naUor from town could be brought 

For sport, with his dogs, to destroy me. 
In horror and deep contemplation I lay, 

Yet resolving as nature had taught me, 
To messons, on no account, e'er to give way, 

Nor urge a complaint if they caught me. 



At length the sad tragical moment arrived. 

The Gipsey, his « Snuggy," and " Pinky," 
That I of my life should be basely deprived. 

By those canines, but pitted what think ye 1 
As soon as we met, (the thought ever consoles 

And largely compensates my sorrow). 
Their cries must have wakened you down in your holes, 

No matter how deeply you burrow. 

They roared, and they squeeled, and they barked, and 
they ran. 

The Gipsey behind for protection. 
Though strongly admonished, my ivories to shun— 

They fled in the King Street direction. 
Thus laughably perished that tower of fame, 

Which alone on a Gipsey's word rested ; 
Not even retaining the shadow or name, 

The moment it came to be tested* 



121 



Therefore my loved species, when henceforth you see 

The Knight of the nail-rod approaching, 
Disdain from his counterfeit Dandies to flee, 

Though on your path closely encroaching. 
** Of Snuggy or Pinky Fm no more afraid," 

Every mouse in his language may sing sweet — 
If Tarter and traps you contrive to evade, 

Kegard not the messons of King Street, 

Whose offspring though spotted since by me disclosed, 

All reject here although he'd bestow them. 
Yet can from a carpet bag well be imposed, 

At a distance, on those who dont know them. 
From which low imposture low results proceed. 

The Railway Funds basely defrauded, 
The spurious passed for the genuine breed. 

And our national Dog thus degraded. 

When first to acquaint you of this grand affray, 

I your kindly attention invited ; 
The Gipsey himself I well meant to pourtray. 

But find now that time wont permit it. 
Who may to his dogs in just likeness be drawn, 

So far as regai'ds cultivation ; 
What they want as Dandies he lacks as a man — 

And thus I conclude my narration. 
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EPITAPH 

ON 

"GIPSEY THE NAILOE. 

Here lies, unwept, a wretch whose wicked life 
Was one unvaried scene of petty strife — 
Domestic discord damning him within ; 
Without, the object of incessant din. 
The blustrous braggart where he nothing feared, 
The cringing coward when his match appeared. 
Unknown to truth, he spumed all moral sway, 
And thus to falsehood fell a willing prey ; 
From whose control could never forth advance. 
So as a fact to utter even by chance. 
So prone, through falsehood, objects to perceive. 
He neither issued nor could facts believe ; 
Whichever way his motives seemed to tend. 
Deceit their object, selfishness their end. 
Abandoned to the last in death he sleeps, 
A lie, half-formed, still lingering on his lips. 
Nor could the man about him be discerned, 
Unless so far's the tailor was concerned ; 
Of which divested, which was not uncommon, 
He stood revealed, the wee old silly woman, 
lu whose low frivolous, base, perverted mind, 
The vices all agreeably combined — 
No virtue ever daring to obtrude. 
Nor thought remotely tendiag towards good. 



» 
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He made his exit off this earthly ball, 

The Polecat's jest, the laughing stock of all — 

Accompanied by all the world's consent, 

As headlong down his stygian course he bent. 

Alone, the vari'gated dandies mourn his fate, 

As he, alone, did them appreciate. 



TO MR WILLIAM LAWSON, 

Borrows Bridge^ NewcastU-on-Tyne. 

I'd twa three lines or noo hae sent ye, 
Had leisure time na been sae scanty, 
Back wearin' oot that auld bitch Want, aye 

Hands me sae thrang, 
Gif I but cast a look behint me, 

Smack in she'll bang. 



And aumry lay, toom, vacant sittin', 
The bairns in vain for pieces greetin'. 
Care in wan wrinkles deeply plettin' 

Nell's bonnie face. 
I but sma' thocht can hae o' writin', 

In sic a place. 
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But though thir and a thousand mair 
Mishaps combine me tae deter, 
This nicht Fse write ye, I declare, 

A jinglin' letter. 
Though wife and bairns sud roun' me rair. 

My Muse tae fret her. 



Muse, did I say, faith there I'm wrang, 
For though I bawled baith loud and lang, 
For ane o* the inspirin' gang. 

My pen tae guide, 
She but reproaches at me flang, 

Wr scornfu* pride ; 



An' urged it wasna worth her while 

Tae enter my rude domicile, 

Whar cobwabs micht her mantle soil, 

Whan rhyme dictatin'. 
An' nocht but a bit currie stool, 

For her tae sit on. 



An' that she could nae langer bear 
Nell's gibes and taunts, an' looks severe, 
Nor the confusion, din, and steer 

0' hungry weans, 
An' wad, henceforth, her han' keep clear 

0' sicAVkft ^Qieii^^. 
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For whan she wad hae me befriended. 
An' tae my nod hae condescended, 
Her wings she scarcely gat expanded, 

Whan some turmoil 
Amang th« bairns or ithers tended 

Her flicht tae spoil 



That aft or I gat noted doon 

What $he inspired, a scene wroucht roun'- 

A peerie, bullet-gun, or spoon, 

Or doll the cause, 
Whilk couped the ink my sheets aboon, 

Wi* sic ootfa*s 



As maun beset the kitchen bard, 
An' gars her noo, wi' due regard 
Tae marked decorum, me discard 

Her freen« frae 'mang, 
Wha pour, because mair happy starred, 

The heartfelt sang. 



Yet waefu' sighed, though parts I had 
0' whilk some thousands micht be glad. 
Her tunefu', sweet, inspirin' aid 

She coudna len' me, 
Till fortune deigned her smiles tae shed 

Mair full upon ma. 
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Just like the wee bit gipsy lassie, 
Wha hafflins naked whiles may pass ye, 
Wi' feet, hands, waist, neck, hair, an' facie. 

But ocht tae grace them, 
0' whilk a princess micht be saucy, 

Did she possess them. 



Sae Willie I will noo resign her 
Tae thae can better entertain her, 
Although the tears I shed behin' her 

Wad sleek a sheuch 
She says herseF I maun decline her. 

An* that's eneuch. 



But that a chiel she has in view, 
Fu' weel I ken. Will, maun be you, 
Wha's path wi' flowers she means tae strew, 

Wi' gracefu' pitch. 
Till numbered wf her favoured few, 

In fame's tap niche. 



Unwillin' tae survive behint her, 

An' hope inspired she micht relent het^ 

I thocht or yieldin' aye tae want her, 

Sud I be shot for't, 
Aince mair at least I wad confront her. 

An' try Yiet o\3l\. WX.* 
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The Nine sublime the ither day, 
High passed on lofty pinions gay, 
I sair entreated them tae stay, 

But wi' a grudge, 
Saw them fast wing their willin' way 

For Borrows Bridge. 



Yer weel-developed, tunefu' brow 
They'll hae encircled lang or now, 
Yer brain, het luntin' tae a lowe, 

Sae bricht an' clear. 
Red flamin' roun' yer ootward pow 

'Twill Strang appear. 



But though a muse-detested loon. 
In years yer senior ye maun own, 
Whilk maun suppress ilk risin' frown, 

Sud sic tak' place. 
While frae experience hoary grown, 

I gie advice^ 



The social freen we justly rate on, 
As na been worth a headless button, 
Wha joults severe himsel' has gotten. 

An' winna tent him, 
Tae point the hidden rocks he splat on., 

Tae thae YieViml \ivHi. 
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Yet thiiikna that I here inten' 
A lengthened catalogue tae sen' 
0' a' the perverse ways o' men — 

Pope coudna shew them. 
But just twa hints tae let ye ken 

What I think o' them. 



Nor shall I> in my lucubrations. 
Paint life in all its variations^ 
Its deep descents, high elevations, 

Betreats an' glades, 
Rich, smilin' lawns, slicht deviations, 

Hues, lichts, and shades; 



Nor ever touch on thae ava. 
An interest hae in your doonfa' 
Nor on yer adveisaries thraw 

Abrupt allusions. 
But frae yer bosom cronies draw 

Brief, just conclusions. 



Whan upward strugglin' tae an end, 

On unco few ye need depend. 

For he wha seemed yer warmest friend 

The byegane day, 
Wm only sneer sud Fortune tend 

Tae mar yer ^««>i^- 
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And in clear, lucid illustration 
0' his profound prognostication, 
Affirm, wi* sage gesticulation, 

Fu' weel he kenned, 
At thy ootset, in what prostration 

Yer coorse wad end. 



Yet as a freen, he never pointed 
The obpcure precipice, nor hinted 
A wish yer fa' tae hae prevented, 

Till wi' yer faes 
Yer fate is mockingly lamented 

Wi' tranquil gaze. 



Gif headlang doon Life's brae ye're rushin' 
Tae misery's depth, but ony pushin', 
An' through foul degradation splashin', 

Aye sinkin' deeper, 
He waefu' seems, while hafBins wishin' 

Yer descent steeper. 



Sud wise reflection gar ye falter. 
An' thy precipitancy alter, 
Sae as tae indicate a spalter, 

Frae oot the mire, 
He flings na thee a freenly halter 

Tae drag \Ji^\i\^^"t •, 



130 

But, demon-like, yer weakness seizes, 
Wi* het, apparent freenly, squeezes, 
Till, overcome wi' sic fause disguises, 

Ye, but remorse, 
Again wheel roun' and aff like bleezes 

Yer former course. 



Gif morally wi' thee conneckit, 
A flaw is said tae be deteckit, 
Its verity is ne'er suspeckit. 

However undrest, 
Gif the reverse — a' is ransackit. 

Its truth tae test. 



Traverse, wi' penetratin' e'e, 

Frae pole tae pole, o'er land and sea, 

The human social family, 

Ye'U only fin' 
True, genuine, heartfelt sympathy, 

Yer hame within. 



In short, the faithless, cruel saw, 
Whilk deep yer tender flesh did gnaw, 
But ae relentin' tooth ava, 

The lave tae quell. 
Compared wi' mankind in a raw, 

Is meroya aeW 
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War*t na yersel, and twa three mae 
Sic chiels, tae cheer life's gloomy way, 
Frae what I've seen, my aith I'd gae, 

This verra nicht, 
A misanthrope henceforth tae be, 

Clean slap ootricht. 



Or I this reel-rail scribble faul' ye, 
Anither fact I mean tae teU ye, 
Sin' e'er my musie did expel me. 

My rhyme sheets sair 
Are riven, and dealt aboot richt freely 

For cnrlin' hair. 



At whilk, whan e'er I tak' the huff, 
My fair opponents skelp me aff. 
By justly urgin' that sic stuff 

Is better there, 
Than curlin' the derisive laugh. 

Whan I'm nae mair. 



Their points, though witty, glib, an' clear. 

An' gleg as ony buckie brier. 

An' that their weel-aimed taunts severe. 

My feelin' screeges, 
I'm proud tae think oor lassies here. 

Are Bic gvxid iwi^<e!^. 
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But least yer patience I impair, 
I'se noo desist, an' write nae mair, 
At least till less owregane wi* care. 

An' times get better, 
Fu' blythe tae think that noo ye are 

Twa lines ray debtor. 



TO PKINCE lAGO. 

If Satan tried, as De Foe tells, 
With novel systems, laws, and phases, 

To forge new heavens, new earths, and hells, 
Why not attempt new human species ? 

Whan ye thir twa three lines peruse. 
Scowl na yer scarlet, wrathfu' broos, 
Nor on me thy tax bloodhoun's loose ; 

For open mouth 
They brange, whan backed by thy halloes, 

Through rouch an' smooth. 



Constructed solely for the same, 
Instinctively they lift their game. 
But conscience, feelin', sense, or shame, 

They onward binner, 
The mair unjust and slim yer claim. 

They ho7?\ tVie Veexvet. 
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'Tis but in jest I thus entreat ye, 

I carena though yer auld freen Clootie, 

Wi' a' that pass in Charon's boatie, 

At thy comman', 
Wad i* their garments black and sootie, 

Afore me stan'. 

But I'm entreated by the muse, 
And her I downa weel refuse, 
Tae set aside their triflin' views. 

An' quick proceed to 
Let fouk weel ken owre heichts and howes 

The stuff ye're made o' ; 

And how ye cam tae hsie a frame 
0' human form, an' Christian name. 
Lest ane unworthy get the blame 

0' thee been spoiled, 
As the great Deity Supreme 

Ne'er at thee toiled.* 

But, or I quite sae far advance. 

Though she rage, fume, loup, kick, an' prance, 

An' swears nae mair, wi' freenly glance, 

Tae stacher near me, 
Yer ain lug'se get the maiden chance. 

Loot doon and hear me. 

• God never made a bad u^fm. "It was never God made 
that man the monster he was. Never ! 8uch never came 
out of Nature's womb." — A Word in Season, by, the Rev. 
Thomas Guthrie, D,D,, EdinburgK 



134 

Although the muse's glooms I dread, 
An* fain her smiles wad hae instead, 
Ilk nerve I hae I'se rax wi' speed, 

Tae let ye ken 
How ye cam tae be ranked (tak heed) 

'Mang ither men. 



Ae mom, 'boot half a century syne, 
The deil resolved tae mak a swine, 
Ca'd ben wee deevils aucht or nine, 

Wha at a biddin' 
Skelped oot, and socht materials in, 

Frae Nature's midden. 



Her ase heap owre they porked an' rip^ 
For the wee nips that had been dipp^ 
Aff ilka live thing, on bein' shap6d 

By her foreman, 
Sune's ilk ane gat its backet heap^ 

Hame wi't it ran. 



Nick scaled them rouu' his lowin' hearth, 
An' swore o' ilk thing that's drawn breath. 
Or steered the waters underneath. 

Fell, gleg, or num', 
Sin' the first hour o' Nature's birth, 

They've broc\it. a cTxim'. 
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He for a moment thinkin' stood, 
Syoe aff his sootie coat he pou'd, 
An' waled frae 'mang them what he cou'd, 

0' the refuse, 
Sic's Nature's warkmen for their bluid, 

Cou'd mak' nae use. 

Slump in an auld Strang kit he pat them, 
An' wi' Phlegethon * waters wat them, 
Syne in a stinking neuk he sat them, 

Whan saft eneuch, 
Wi's aul' split hoof he champed an' bet them 

Baith fine an' teuch. 

A' things he gat formation ready, 

Yet deils themsels maun sometimes study, 

New thocht dang new thocht heels-owre-head aye, 

For minutes foiur. 
No kennin' whilk tae mak' — a cuddy, 

Ape, sow, or boar. 

At length, pride bein' the leadin' feature 

0' this misleared, mischievous creature. 

He yelled, " Tae waur that auld bitch Nature,. 

I'se change my plan. 
And mak' some thing 'boot sax feet stature. 

And pass't for man." 

* A Stygian river, which swells with waves^ of fire, and all 
hose streams are flames, which sufficiently accounts for the 
iming colour of lago's hair. 
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Thir words he scarcely had weel spak' 
Whan cock his tail gaed owre his back, 
And's bits o' shark sleeves wi' a smack, 

'Boon's elbucks gaed. 
An', as some whiles say, in a crack 

He had ye made. 

Whan he yer shape coud men' nae mair. 

He up yer rutum blew foul air. 

Thou gaped, thou glowered, then sic a rair 

Frae^s lungs proceeded, 
Watch Cerberus * lap up frae his lair, 

An' yowled wi' dreed o't. 

It sheuk hell roun' frae wa' tae wa'. 
Forth rushed the dark infemals a' ; 
Quoth Nick, wha e'er sauls here tae draw 

Maist snares has laid. 
Shall this phenomenon something ca' 

Whilk I hae made. 

Syne Plutus, wi' majestic air. 
Cried mony a haflins weel-aimed prayer, 
^ I've deaved, therefore a treble share, 

In my opinion, 
I've drawn that wad hae gane elsewhere, 

Tae thy dominion. 

* A dog, with three heads, and covered over in a terrible 
manner with snakes instead of hair, which is placed as a senti- 
nel or porter at the gate or entrance into the Infernal Re- 
gi'ons. 
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Nane o' the lave tae appearance wished 
Tae hae their names set on the list 
As candidates, thus tae contest 

Wi' haiichty Plutus, 
Sae aff he whipt thee in great haste 

Doon tae Cocytus.* 

Wi' glee his forked tail he shook, 
As he approached that fearfu* brook, 
Plump owre the lugs he did thee dook, 

Syiie yelled by Jago, 
Yer name shall henceforth in my book 

Be Prince lago., 

Life being infused at thy wrang en' 
Th^is named, thou gae an illfaiirt sten', 
Sae like theirsels, rush ilka fien' 

Aflf-loof embraced thee, 
Syne, circlin', stood attention when 

Nick thus addressed thee — 

" My son, my hope, my special care, 
Tae earth on eager wings repair, 
Drap snug intae yon tax man's chair, 

Frae whilk he's flitted, 
0' a' the gyps that e'er sat there, 

Thou best will fit it. 

• A Stygian river, flowing out of Styx, with a lamentable 
groaning noise, which imitates the howling and increases the 
horrible exclamations of the damned. 
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" There's no anither Bituation 
Sae suited tae my approbation, 
And thy hell-moulded disposition, 

As that in view, 
Within the wide range o' creation, 

Socht through an' through. 



" Thou'lt sit superior tae the law, 
'Gainst wham it winna act ava, 
Thy bolts obnoxious ye may thraw, 

But aim aboot ye, 
No carin' upon wham they fa', 

Nane daur dispute ye. 



*•' Whane'er yer charges are owrestented, 
An' the aggrieved try tae prevent it, 
By mildly reasonin' you anent its 

No bein' fair. 
Tell them tae be richt weel contented 

Its no far mair. 



" For reason, ye maun never hear it, 
Yer conscience, wi' a poker sear it. 
An' principle, ye maun forswear it, 

Gif ye in story. 
Intend the palm awa tae bear it, 
, Frae a' afore ye. 
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" Sud ony cuif indignant say, 
As ye his chattels rive away, 
* A freen for me the tax did pay, 

I'se gie my aith,' 
Yer seal yeVe only to display, 

'Tween you an' skaith. 



" Whilk aye shall i* yer mission be 

A safety-valve or guarantee 

'Gainst ilka shaft keen aimed at thee 

For wrangs sustained ; 
What satisfaction this maim gie 

A perverse mind ; 



" For whuther liable or nae, 

Yer claim aince urged it maun be sae, 

As nane tae Court wi' thee will gae, 

In his richt senses, 
Weel kennin' he at least maun pay 

His ain expenses. 



" Ranked thus on dark oppression's side, 
Hoo sweetly smooth yer hours maun glide, 
Wi' nocht tae fear, save a bit chide 

Frae thy pained victim, 
Doon, feckless sprawlin', whar ye've laid, 

An' pocketrpidL^\i\i£L. 
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" I needna langer noo address ye, 
As I maun henceforth aye possess ye, 
Sae as tae guide, dawt, an' caress ye, 

Source o* my joy, 
And wi' my cloven trotter bless ye. 

My grey-eyed boy." 



Succeedin' thus in thy formation, 
Wi* saul-procurin' expedition, 
Nick hurried forth a like creation 

Wr tasty skill, 
Tae fit the weest situation 

Man's shape can fill. 



What man coud daily bread be gainin'. 

As dae baith A — m g an' H n', 

By neebours ruthlessly distrainin*, 

Whane'er resisted, 
And a' but you their presence shunnin', 

They're sae detested. 



The same compounded stygian mixture, 
Wrocht by the same auld pawky trickster, 
Keptilian ichor, nerve, an' texture 

Compose ye a', 
At least, if diflFerences betwixt are, 

They're unco ama'. 
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The maist extensive wit an* lear, 
Ye three tae naething coud compare, 
Tae mak' je weer than ye are, 

Wr pen the keenest, 
An' versed in a' creation's ware, 

The vera meanest. 

Ye noo may hound or howl taegether, 
In spleen ootrivalin' ane anither. 
The special favourites o' yer Faither, 

TiU he thinks fit 
Tae drag ye a!, three, twa, or either, 

Doon tae the pit. 

Whan this ye read, I carena though 

Ye importune a* frae below, 

Tax missiles at my head tae throw. 

Life tae dislodge her, 
Tae spurious men I ne'er shall bow, 

Lang's my name's Roger. 
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EPITAPH ON PRINCE lAGO. 

Here lies the fetid, vice-corrupted dust 

Of the once small-grey-eyed wretch* whose name's above. 

His hated memory generates disgust 

In all who near his stygian ashes move. 

No more with Kirkgate courtezans he'll rove, 

Nor boast the carnal, heaven-forfeiting deed, 

Or his tax-bloodhounds out with warrants shove 

In quest of that which had been duly paid. 

Nor wing detraction's most insidious darts 

With murdering aim, at friends' and neighbours' hearts. 

His venom thus no more we've cause to dread, 
Yet more our fears than when he did survive. 
Some poisonous reptiles, after they are dead. 
More dangerous prove than when they were alive, f 
A raging pestilence through the land would drive 
With mad, resistless, devastating speed, 
Would but a needle perforate his grave ; 
All Sextons, therefore, henceforth must take heed 
To hold the covering close upon his breast. 
Unless they wish this world a dreary waste. 

• Small grey eyes have ever heen looked upon by all those 

conversant with human nature, as an unfailing characteristic 

of low, cruel, and unprincipled cunning in their possessor. In 

no case was the truth of this observation more strikingly ex- 

emplified than in that of the o\)iec\i oi ^e afcove Epitaph. 

/ The Toad, for mBtance. 
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LINES 

On the Death oj the Late SIR ROBERT PEEL, Bart. 

The blythe bloomin' simmer fu' rosy appears, 
And yet my fond country is streamin* in tears, 
Oh, sad is the story, and sad the doonfa', 
We've tint oor protector, for Robin's awa. 

Ye lang-abused baimies o' toom poverty, 
I' the bleak blasts o' winter sae waesome tae see, 
Fell hunger nae langer yer heart-strings will gnaw, 
But ye've tint yer protector, for Robin's awa. 

Ye gleg, handy craftsmen, that toil for yer breed, 
Sae loud in yer anthems that day ye war freed, 
Dreigh sighs frae yer bosom the sad news maun draw, 
WeVe tint oor protector, for Robin's awa. 

Whan vile crouse invaders united shall dare, 
Their weapons tae brandish aloft in the air, 
Oor kintra tae strike frae the map o* this ba', 
We'll miss oor protector, for Robin's awa. 

Ye lichts o' the nation, assembled tae guide. 
Aye name him wi' honour, affection, and pride ; 
He's gane whar contention's foul blast never blaw^ 
Ta© reign iy oor memories, 8lt\io\x^\v^^ ^^^ 
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THE FALSE ALARM, 

Or Maocwelltovm Zoilus. 

Ye self-taucht bardies o' Dumfries, 

Keen sprauchliu' up Parnassus 
Tae woo thae maidens cam' frae Greece, 

The braw Aonian lasses. 
I rede ye weel keep east the Nith, 

For gin ye gang near Corbelly, 
There's Zoilus ready wi' a with, 

An' by my sang he'll warble ye. 

He flogs awa' wi' a' his micht, 

Till skin in blypes gaes fleein' 
Intae the air, clean oot o' sicht. 

An* bards in heaps lie deein'. 
Syne dangles his red reekin' rape 

Before their faintin' vision. 
An' spiers gif they're inclined tae grape 

The length o' his derision. 

*' Ye'U daur tae come sae far a fiel'. 

Here tae the Nine tae patter, 
An' jeuk aboot for hours tae steal 

A stoup o' Heli's water. 
But henceforth keep some Border fell, 

Whar goddess ne'er trespasses ; 
For I'se keep Corbelly peak mysel', 

The only real Parnaasvia. 
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" Ail hail, my ain, my hallowed brae, 

Ye*ll ne'er be desecrated 
By ony Trench-bred rhymin* fae, 

Whilst I'm on thee located. 
And 0, my Helicon, sweet spring, 

Gif e'er thae loons approach ye, 
Ye maunna teach them hoo tae sing, 

Inspirin' Maggie Broachie." 

Ye ken auld Bums o' the Millhole, 

Wha sang, as some think, sweetly, 
Ae yerse o' his he canna thole, 

He hacks him up completely, 
And ca's him some lang nebbit name. 

That means a thief — see Johnson — 
A scribblin* cuif, but mense or shame, 

Wi' feelin's like a whunstane. 



For Hogg, sae honoured by Dalkeith, 

Wha mused an' sang 'bout Ettrick, 
He yokes him fairly wi' his teeth. 

As Brush * wad dune a whitterick ; 
E'en classic auld Sir Walter Scott 

Maun get a castigation — 
His poetry's no worth a groat. 

Its only bletheration. 

♦ A well-known terrier. 
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He aince gaed swith across the sea, 

Bein* tired o' bardies near him, 
Took Dauvid's fiddle on his knee, 

An' twanged the haly thairm. 
" I see," quoth he, " My royal king, 

Ye're far frae Hell's fountain, 
L— d, gin ye only heard me sing 

At hame, on Corbelly mountain. 



" Auld Scotland counts them aff in scores, 

Sic Bards as you and Mosey ; 
The vera Hoggs ootowre her muirs, 

Can grunt in measured poesy ; 
The Burns here mak' but little din. 

But there lang side the thistle, 
They dance and loup frae linn tae linn, 

In time tae Nature's whistle. 



" I own ye're no a whingin' loon, 

Like greetin' Jeremiah ; 
Ye kent nane better how tae crown 

The antlers on Uriah ; 
But than tae strike the mystic chord, 

An' waken up the lyre, 
Whuther tae please men or the Lord, 

Ye never need aspire. 
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'* Atweel ye needna taen sic pains, 

Tae sen' up yon petition, 
Aboot the sma'ness o* yer banes, 

An' sparrow- like condition j 
How that your flesh was withered grass, 

Holed wi' contamination, 
Just tae hae said ye war an ass, 

Wad saved a lang narration." 



But why sud he na finite man 

Thus measure by inspection, 
Whan he infinity can span. 

An' point ilk imperfection, 
0' the Great First Almichty Cause, 

In formin' the Creation, 
An' prove him by ten thousand flaws, 

Unfit for sic a station. 



Hie half what's in his upper laft, 

A bardie never dreamest, 
He tries his ban' at ilka craft. 

Even aince he turned a chemist, 
An' got baud o' Jock Lowrie's saul, 

Wi' drugs tae analyze it, 
First like a cat it gies a squal. 

Syne by the legs he ties.it. 
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" Now bide ye there ye squeakin* gyp, 

Ye thocht I coudna wound ye, 
But ere ye get firae cot my grip, 

I'se pound and reoompound ye ; 
I'se turn ye oot, an' turn ye in, 

Divide, and sub-divide ye, 
Extract, reduce— here I begin— 

Noo freens attend beside me. 



" This pairt is ca'd Intelligence, 

Guid Heavens ! a twinin' adder. 
Come get a switch an* drive it hence, 

Its gettin' mad an' madder ; 
Whist, cease my fears, it's tumin' seik, 

Just see how faint it's breathin*. 
Look here, I'm blest, it's intae reek ! 

My stars ! it's intae naething." 



Now Zoilus says he has nae saul. 

An' Jock's ane was na speerit, 
Ye'd say the same tae see them crawl, 

Baith like tae gang deleerit ; 
If e'er he had a thing sae bricht. 

How comes he noo tae tine it, 
But whence this inward shinin' licht— 

He canna weel de&ne it. 
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A faiut descriptive sketch Fse gie, 

Though on yer time encroachin', 
That Zoilus ye may ken, an' flee, 

As sune's ye see't approachin' ; 
Ye'd swear through life it bure the fling 

O' Want's severest storm, 
A wee ch£uice sun-begotten thing, 

But substance, shape, or form.* 

It wafts aboot whar wins insist, 

Wi' pingin' saul nae bigger, 
Within its vice-polluted breast, 

Than boasts a stucco figure ; 
Comparisons I needna draw 

'Tween its weicht an' a feather. 
As vanity has made it twa 

Ounce lichter than a blether. 

Wi' toom conceit, nae mind tae guide, 

Its claws wi' envy harped, 
Its ever faund on the wrang side, 

Whate'er comes on the carpet ; 

• The little snarling materialist, the subject of this Poem, 
in one of his daring attempts to disprove the existence of a 
Spiritual God, when fixed in a dilemma by an antagonist, 
maintained that the Supreme Author of all has neither Being, 
Form, nor Intelligence, from which the Author of this begs to 
conclude, that such a God will, in all probability, produce no- 
thing better than himself, but model all those claiming to be 
his creatures, exactly to his own image and likeness. 
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It hates the verra name o' truth. 

The smell o't gars 'it sniffle, 
What than a whifif firae oot ane's mouth 

Wad blacw it owre CrifFel. 

This prodigy, whan I set oot, 

Y*ed trow coud e'en destroy ye, 
But gif suspended frae yer throat, 

Coud in nae wise annoy ye. 
Through filth it crawls, tae shim the lioht, 

SoFs faintest ray displeases. 
And only in the deed o' nicht 

Its sleepin' victim seizes. 

Sae ye may henceforth freely stray. 

But dreed o' meetin* wi* it, 
It interrupts nane on their way. 

Because their face is tae it ; 
The self-same nature o' a flea, 

Sae wordy ay o' scaithin', 
The back it bites syne bounds away. 

At the approach o' naething. 
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LOCHAR'S LAMENT 

On being made the Scape-Goat of the Hacks Dippers, or 

Anabaptists. 

A FRAGMENT. 

Aince in a day noo glided by, 

My gracefu' streams wi' Thames micht vie, 

Baith man an' beast, whan chowken dry, 

Wi' glee I'd slocken, 
An' calm as sleep wad aften lie 

For boys tae dook in. 

My then peculiar finny brood, 

My waters cleaved in healthy mood. 

The choicest dainty, richest food, 

In Scotland fair, 
Nae pickled salmon, grilse, or cod. 

Was half sae rare. 

Whan Sol exacted dews frae me, 
Tae form the lily, herb, or tree. 
Like incense risin' bonnily. 

Wad spiel the cluds ; 
What variegates the flowery lea, 

An' paints the buds. 
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ment of a common lecture in plain printed capitals — 
Imitation ! pooh man, never talk again about plat- 
forms and debaters, college testimonials, victorieB, 
books, or bookmakers, rave no more about being one of 
the " literashee," until you acquire more gumption — 
couldn't read Intimation. 

B. — InsuiFerable dog, hear me spake, did I say imi- 
tation, Sur ; will ye be after catching like a drowning 
man at a straw and consort to restruction, I didn't 
say imitation, Sur, or if I did, it is bekase I meant that 
your bill was an intimation of my wan, you have seen 
my challenge in the newspapers, Sur, and mounted your 
bill wid my hamish, you're nothing else but a down- 
right plagarist. 

Major (in astonishment) — A what ? 

B. — A plagarist to be shure. 

Major. — ^What's that ? 

B. — I knew ye wur short. Well, its a staler of in- 
formation. 

Major. — But what did you say in the newspapers 1 

B. — I say then what I now said to yerself — that I 
wud " debate any man, or number of men" and women, 
they may choose to pit against me. 

Major. — On religion ? 

B.— Yes. 

Major. — Oh, I dont like you characters at all, you 
are always praying or singing psalms in season or out 
of season. 

B. — There again you mistake me, and only represen- 
tlse me wid ignorance. 1 ueNret y^I^ ^"^ ^oM^-^'ealms 
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at alL I always lave those compartments to them as 
can't debate. I'm nether more nor less you see than 
a debater. Every man according to the measure and 
amount of his extra taciturnity, ye know— praying is 
not acquired of me at all, at all. My provender is de- 
bate. I'll debate any man, etcetera. 

Major. — On what objectional. 

B. — On Revelations, Divinity, and Reformations — 
on any or every system under the sim, up from the 
ethereal vagaries of ould Mother Buchan, down to the 
glorious hallukinations of Mahomet All. I say again 
will you debate me 1 

Major. — I say again, I will. 

B. — Agreed in a minute. The purlaminaries then 
will be very short. I'll spake the furst five or ten 
minutes, and you'll spake the other five. Just times 
about, ye know, like right and left. I'll lade the at- 
tack, and you'll stand like a man on the indefensibility, 
as a Gnostic. 

Major. — A nose-stick to whom 1 To you 1 The 
devil set ye up with ornaments, but ye're fond of ap- 
pendages. Well, I will be a nose-stick to ye for once. 

B. — A -nose-stick to me ! Now, confound yer 
blockheaded impenetribility, can't ye cognomonise the 
natural species ye belong till ? Didn't I mane the 
heretical Gnostics, and gave them the prefarence to 
the ould Cow Doctor Gentoos, ye undertook the defence 
of a while ago. Now, don't be after interrupting me 
again till me time's up ; for, if ye AotlX, <i\t<i\5sss;:^^ii».^\.^ 
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the accomplished rules of gintlemanly debate, I'll soon 
tache ye. Well, in the furst place, the Gnostics wnr a 
rude and barbarous peoples, that cudn't debate their 
own dogmaticals, and in the second place, for the ge- 
neration of men, and to put an end to, at wanst and 
for ever, the ould folly of being bom in sin, they be- 
lieved it necessary, and practised the chaste and holy 
doctrine of amphibious eunichi£uiism. But before I 
expatriate, let me insense meself — are you a eunichian, 
Mr Monument ? 

Major. — I am. 

B. — Very well, Sur, having recompensed meself that 
I have begun, finished, ended, and prolonged this de- 
bate like an Irish gintleman, I now challenge and in- 
sist upon it that you stand up like a man, and discover 
to meself and audience that you are a man at alL 

Major (looking over his notes) — Nose Sticks, a rude 
and barbarous peoples, that inhabited the deserts of 
Numidia 

B. (leaping to his feet) — Thunder and tarnation ! did 
I say they inhabited deserts 1 

Major (recovering from the shock) — Did you not say 
that they were a rude and barbarous peoplqp — cb farti- 
ora, rude and barbarous peoples inhabit deserts, and 
live on their purchase. There are deserts in Numidia 
— ct prioray the Nose Sticks inhabit the deserts of Nu- 
midia. Now, dont think that you will have the de- 
bate all your own way, this time. I'm only commenc- 
lug, and will have no more o^ -joxmc vH-bred interruptions 
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till my time's up. (Looking over his notes again.) 
" Well, in the beginning, when there were no bakers, 
there lived a wild and savage race of men, called Nose 
Sticks, and they fed on roots, like the unicorn. 

B. (starting up) — Good Gad, how can I stand that 
at alii you, Sur, am completely butchering my pero- 
rations entirely. Did I say, Sur, that they Uved on 
roots, or spake about unicorns at all ? 

Major (throwing his notes at B.) — There debate it 
all yerself, if ye want my five minutes and yer own 
both. But I'll be hanged if ye did'nt say and mean 
all that I have said yet, and more. I refer to my 
notes. 

B. (in a passion)— To blazes wid you and yer notes 
both. What do I care about yer notes, that ye 
can't never read over twiste the wan way. Draming 
about imicoms Uving on roots. What the devil (the 
Lord pardon me) has that to do wid my debate ? Come 
up to the scratch, man, at wanst, and give me a hoult 
of something to stratche ye on like a man, or, by ja- 
pers, I'll claim the whole victory already. 

Major. — ^Well, didn't you say " unic." Perhaps you 
didn't put the "com" to it ; but to a man that writes 
phonography, isn't one half of a word just as good as 
twenty, and there you go now denying what you said, 
and when you go out you'll tell up and down that you 
debated the whole of them. 

B.— rUteU] 

Major. — Yes, you'll tell I Didu't ^cixi \.€i^ *Ocaiv. 
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you debated Holyoake and Ichronides the Seooxid,and 
eighteen or twenty more of them, whom you nerer 
saw between the two eyes in yer Hfe. Didn't you tell 
that you debated the whole General Assembly on the 
" Abolition of Purgatory," and that you had silenoed 
for evermore Drs Gumming, Nolan, Spurgeon, and Ja- 
bees Bunting. Didn't you do your dirty beSt to dioke 
the poor harmless little " Heather Ldntie," so as to dis- 
able it from ever giving another chirp? 

B. — And so I have too. 

Major. — ^Well, just hear to the contrary, what I 
heard the little urchins singing within range of my 
title the other day. 

The gay " Heather Lintie " exults on the wing, 

Mair sweet, clear, and loodly it warbles, 
Awa' through the welkin its melodies ring, 

Unskaithed by the kite frae the gorbles, 
Whase guilt-bedaubed pinions nae mair can expand, 

Deeply mired, but clagg as it flutters, 
Wi^ tilth sae besmeared, nane daur rax a clean hand 

Tae help it up oot o* the gutters. 

How do you hke that, Mr B. 1 

B.— Just as the devil likes " Holy Water." 

MA.TOR (in continuation) — Didn't you tell 150 lies 
on a poor fellow the other night ? and every crime you 
brought against him, was only some good turn he had 
done yourself when you were in a pinch, and when you 
were called upon to substantiate, didn't you fly away 
crying that you would debate him on the very religion 
jroa pretend to pro^esa -jot^VS* U'ut that the way 
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you acquire all your boasted victories that nobody ever 
heard tell of but yourself, whatever you mean by them, 
but m tell ye what you mean by them, it's a red shirt 
you want, like Garibaldi's. Til take the worth of my 
five minutes out of ye, my boy. 

B. (outrageous) — Bad cess, contussions, procrastina- 
tions, and international conflagrations seize the hyper- 
bolical bewilderment of yer paraphrastical pericranium, 
d'ye call your balflumery debate ? 

Major (starting to his feet) — My bumflumery de- 
bate, yes, that can debate your debate, and if you say 
that my debate can't debate your debate, I'll debate 
the eye out of your head, just in about while you'd say 
fitrapsticks— (shakes him) — there, take that in the mean 
time, when nothing else'll content ye. 

B. (cringing)— -O now, that's manly, just what I 
thought of you, Major, What great credit ye're 
earning for yerself, thus to attack, bate, and bullyrag 
a man that's already spent out wurrying, tuggling, and 
indoctrinating an ignoramus of an audience since daily- 
gone wid such a lecture, for lenth, brenth, depth, and 
eiekushan, as never wasn't delivered before in the pre- 
cincts of Exeter, or any other Hall. Wasn't I enjoying 
me glass and harmless soliliku, when you came in 
bouncing and challenging about me debate ? Why 
didn't ye rise in the Hall like a man, and share the 
same fate wid all the rest 1 Did'nt ye see how I tongue- 
thrashed and debated the whole of them and got the 
house to meself, just while ye wad crack a lucifer ? In 
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wan word, Major, to be friends wid ye, am ye not 
ashamed of jerself, after me debating ye before in the 
Hall the night already ? Swallow out the bottom of 
yer glass there, and all you have said alang wid it, 
and leave me alone ; 1*11 prent our debate mesel£ 

Major — Ha — ^ha — ^ha — ^yes, and you'll print it before 
you send it to the press too, as you sent the letter al- 
ready alluded to, to the Editor, before you had the 
second line of it written. To illustrate my meaning : — 
" Dear Sir — Being desired to send this letter to you 
by J. M. C. and others, I have done so." So it was 
away, and you had the rest of it to write. Ha — ^ha — 
ha ! ! ha — ha — ^ha — ha. You are a great accomplished 
and gintlemanly Epistolary conjurer, Mr B., but you 
are not going to be after conjuring me out of the 
" seven senses of my incapacity," and the honour of 
flooring you over your cup in the " Kicking Horse." 
I'm the boy can Boggeramanga ye, and your impro- 
nounceable jawbreakers. Monument for ever, hurrah 
— pointing at his disconsolate opponent — for a poto- 
graphy to take stock of Boggoramunky's prentice as he 
sits there with his mouth shut, his glass empty, and 
his debating eye out (going) I'm aflf. 

B. (deeply affecting intoxication) — Come back here, 
till I'll debate ye. 

Major (mimicking) — I'm aff, I'm aff, Josey, report 
that I debated the whole of them. Fm aff, ha — ^ha — 
ha — ha. poor Boggeramunky, ye're done, I'm aff. 

B. — With a drunken mumble about debate, staggers 
after him off the platfonn. 
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ON 

HEAEING THAT J. C. NEILSON 

WAS ARREAR-TAX COLLECTOR. 

Guid keep us a', baith great an' sma*, 

As thou'rt our sole protector ; 
Preserve us baith frae sin an skaith, 

Sin' Neilson's tax collector. 
There's ae sure thing our tykes maun swing — 

Snap, Pepper, RoUo, Hector — 
Sin' he has fled his daddy's trade, 

Wha genuine Resurrector 

Was raony a day. 

At length he passed on tae the wast, 

Things there tae dae some smoother 
'Bout Lismahag' but there's the plague. 

They gart him smell gun pouther. 
Some chiel richt slee wi' tentie e'e, 

Eyed him as out he poud her, 
An' gart him fa', preserve us a', 

Wi' Susy * on's left shouther. 

Was faun' neist day. 

• Those who raised corpses in the days of Burke and Hare 
were denominated Susy lifters or KeswrrectiQii. mfiscu 
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Fegs Jemmy lad ye may be glad, 
Ye've gat a chance tae quat it» 

Though mony a box ye'd sent tae Enox, 
Ane micht be dearly sauted. 

Yd linen wear baith stark and clear, 

Tse na say whar ye gat it ; 
Yet haflins mean it micht hae been 

Amang the mools and rotted, 

But you this day. 



Dumfries bit toun micht gain renoun. 

Wart na for sic a sample, 
I'm meanin' thae wha power hae 

Tae rule and gie example. 

Gif on's police or sic like place ♦ 
Ane want, in rage they stamp all ; 

Unless that he wha seeks it be 
A man aye wont tae trample 

Gude's laws ilk day. 



* A young man from the country, wishinj; to be enrolled in 
the Burgh Police List, once presented the late Provost Fraser 
with a splendid and well-sustained certificate of character. 
The Provost, on returning it to the bearer, very honestly and 
candidly told him that he could at once acceed to his desires, 
but that if he wished to retain his present character he must 
give up all further thought of such a calling ; and thus forth- 
with directed the young man's thoughts into a more suitable 
and dignified channeL 
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Great thanks tae He their hearts can see, 

They noo may rest contented, 
Frae his choice ware B ^s wailed wi' care, 

A chiel sic as they wanted ; 
Wha, sin' his breath coud form an aith, 

For vice his heart fsm panted. 
Yet he'U tax-gather weeFs ony ither, 

And no iash them tae count it. 

Or pouch't some day. 

Fie, B ! think shame tae bear the blame 

0' backin' sic a villain, 
Fm wae tae hear, ilk gate I steer, 

Fouk for't against ye railin*. 
I ken his gate — ^baith ear' and late, 

Yer lug wi* cant he's fillin*. 
But as ye leeve, he*ll you deceive — 

Ye'll fin' its truth I'm tellin', 

Richt clear some day. 

Noo, ye're a man I'm laith tae ban, 

'Cause ye've been unco clever. 
Ye chase wi' fricht fouk 'yont the heicht, 

Back frae the ergane river. 
Yer German steel gars topers reel, 

Hk whid he does deliver, 
Sud ony stan' ahint his han', 

Boyle doons them like a paver, 

Wi's meH ttna ^^ . 
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Oh B , be wise and tak advice, 

An' drive him frae aboot ye, 
I mean that knave, wha frae the grave^ 

But scruple, wad uproot ye. 
But ilk ane cracks, as ye rin snacks, 

And faith, I rather doot ye, 
Gin that be sae yeVe on yer way 

Tae rank alang wi' Clootie, 

Yon awfu' day. 

I'se dicht my pen, in hopes ye'll ken 

I'm no an adulator, 
Anither name I'd rather claim, 

I think an indagator. 
This bein' my first, I firmly trust, 

I'll aye be gettin' better, 
Sud ye abuse my infant Muse, 

Yer fame I'se paint ilk feature, 

Some ither day. 
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AN EPISODICAL INTRODUCTION TO 

"EOBIN'S PETITION," 

Which I beg most especially to inscribe to that per- 
sonification of good sense, good breeding, intelligence, 
and universal philanthropy, my special friend and bene- 
factor, RoBBBT M*Ai)AM, Esquire ; and then most re- 
spectfully to all those who have so generously conde- 
scended to befriend me with the exalted favour of their 
distinguished patronage — as the Robin's position, with 
regard to me, although written without any such de- 
sign many years ago, will be found, on examination, to 
exactly correspond with that now occupied by me, in 
relation to my subscribers ; for he could not then subsist 
without my co-operation, neither can I now without 
theirs. 

Hibernal ruthless gusts war stormin', 
The wild geese i' the air war formin' 
Various figures as they hasted 
Towards the south — nae time they waatod \ 
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In hurrjin* frae the frozen north, 

Tae Lochar springs and Solway Frith, 

Exultin'ly they onward flew, 

Whan Rockhall groves first met their view. 

And Hall, whar Hospitality 

Still reigns in giant majesty, 

And will as lang's a Grierson there 

Remains tae fill his faither's chair. 

Regardless o' " soran-wallat" watchers, 

Or vile nefarious beggar catchers, 

Defyin* winter's frosts an* snaws, 

A bloomin* flower here ever blaws, 

The fiercer howls the ragin* storm, 

The fairer its sweet lovely form. 

Oh ! how unlike what some ca' flowers, 

Whilk but survive a few short hours. 

Nor cause a real heart-pleasin' smile. 

In lieu 0* culture, care, and toil, 

Though placed far yont bleak winter's pale, 

And quite secure frae every gale, 

Anither species scarcely shed 

Their bloom across the parent bed. 

Whan adverse breezes whirl them round, 

And wi' their leaves bestrew the ground, 

While they wha on them heaped sic care, 

Can only say here yince they were. 

Thir barely tend tae please the eye. 
That fills the breest wi* heart-felt joy, 
Gif watered, Christ, wi' faith in thee, 
'Twill bloom throughout eternity. 
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It sheds its fragrance far and near, 
It dries the wailin* widow's tear, 
And Boon's the widow's tears are dried, 
Tae orphan's cry it is applied, 
Soft meltin' into mirth and glee ; 
Its name is Christian Charity. 

Nor does its balmy fragrance cease. 
The mair it heals, its sweets increase, 
Quotidian groups its beauties share. 
Syne blythely tae their hames repair, 
In ae continued lengthened range, 
Leavin' their blessings in exchange. 

Sic ca'd forth blessings doubtlessly. 
True conscience pleasin' joys convey, 
Tae the interior o' the giver, 
The philanthropic want-reliever. 

The heart that gies sic pleasures birth, 
Is o' infinite priceless worth, 
Aboon, Christ largely will reward it, 
Below, the virtuous maun regard it. 

Though Mitchell's * hell-begotten band 
Wad daily roun' fair RockhaU stand. 
In a* the majesty o' power, 
Suppressin' this its choicest flower, 
Benevolence frae the puir dividin*. 
In short, Christ's every law deridin', 
A curse-stamped bludgeon by ilk side. 
In a' the pomp o' tyrant pride, 

* Mitchell was the name of the first Superintendent of our 
ounty Constabulary. 
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Scotch alms-deeds to assassinate, 

And heevenward virtues tae unseat, 

And execute their menial duty, 

As Mitchell, Satan's sealed deputy, 

Wad office haudin'ly direct them. 

As laws will ony length protect him ; 

An' like true dauntless stygian yeomen. 

Seize auld blin* crutched half-starved women ; 

An' drag them tae the jails alang. 

While enraged mobs wad roun' them thrang, 

Ae equal joy wad na impairt, 

Tae a true virtuous honest heart, 

As ilka philanthropist maun 

Their presence witness wi' a ban 

That shall enrich bricht golden pages — 

This shun the Hcht o* future ages. 

But tae my tale — I hae digressed. 
And on guid time sae lang trespassed, 
I now declare but ony scoff, 
I scarcely ken whar I left off. 
But gin I'm na a blimder makin', 
'Boot travellin' wild geese I was talkin' ; 
Yes, winter frae his seat, the north, 
Drave wi' imbounded fury forth 
His devastatin' breath's wild sound, 
Tae shun whilk flowers crept 'neath the ground, 
Resolved unseen there tae remain 
Till spring should ca' them forth again. 

He ice-ban rivers, bums, and lakes. 
Ad! cattle fastened teue \\idT ^^/dks^ 
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And even the aince sweet gushin rill 
Forbad tae ser^ the usefu' mill. 
His angry brow, sae big wi' storm, 
Geese fled in frichtened raws afore him. 

He raged as if he thus reflected : 
"My time I've misspent and neglected, 
But noo resolve ilk comin' hour 
Shall be employed, while I hae power. 
In hurlin' tempests through the air, 
An' thus my misspent time repair." 

He winged fierce hyperborean gusts, 
And east caul' piercin', witherin' blasts, 
Sae void o' taste, his tyrant sway 
Forced loveliness into decay, 
An' thus tae hatefu'ness reduced 
What spring and simmer's toils produced. 

El'mosynary wanderers fretted, 
And residents war vagrantated. 
And license every virtue granted. 
And vicified war a' wha wanted 
This revenue-swallin' guarantee. 
However virtuous they micht be ; 
And — ^but how shall I this pen — 
Foul demons in the shape o' men 
Took, e'er degradin' tae this nation. 
Their heeven-offendin' aiths an' station ; 
And meal frae puir fouk harshly poud. 
And on the road it basely strewed ; 
And a' wha had their kairts na signed. 
War leniently a shillin' feieA -, 
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But mark Dum&iesian wit and sense, 
Twall mair war added as expense, 
But to account for this wi' ease, 
Fines and expense gae separate ways. 

A' this and meickle mair had passed. 
And I against the piercin' blast 
Had bolted fast my cottage door, 
Tae keep me &ae the storm secure. 
Whan saft a soun' brack on my ear, 
A soun* whilk I cou'd scarcely hear. 
But through my winnock keeked, and saw 
Puir Robin 'midst the driftin' snaw. 

Some feathers on his breast an' back, 
Confused war frae the storm's attack, 
Implorin'ly the door he faced aye. 
At length he faintly thus addressed me :— 

Air^" TWEEDSIDE." 

" Humble cottager, open yoiur door, 

Admit one that's really distressed. 
If conscious what I must endure, 

Each feeling would move in your breast ; 
If on me a glance you'd but spare, 

My miseries I'm sure you'd bewail. 
Want's impulse drove me to a snare. 

Which leaves me bereft of a tail 

" Incline to my plaints your fond ear. 
Assist me the hours to begmle, 

Till Sol's firiendly aspect more near 
The dawn richly ^\fe m\)DL ^ ^jcK^a, 
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When either on house-top or tree, 
My song shall be loud in your praise, 

And when by death summoned away, 
My brood shall inherit my lays. 



" I'm fairly exhausted with cold ; 

Want forces my wings to droop down ; 
The reason I now make so bold, 

No shelter without can be found ; 

The hedges by nature are bared, 
The leaves have deserted the seat 

Where oft I for shelter repaired ; 
Oh, wretched at present's my state. 



" Now insects in dormancy lie, 
The crumbs are all covered with snow. 

With hunger and cold I must die, 
Unless you some pity bestow ; 

The drift's blowing keen from the north. 
This night give me shelter, I pray. 

If I from your door must go forth, 
I'll perish before it is day. 

" When you in the morning would rise. 
And forth come your neighbours to greet, 

You'd meet with a grievous surprise 
To see me lie dead on the Bti^^l \ 
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On taking me from the cold ground 
To view me, some sighs it would cost 

Your breast, as you'd turn me around, 
To find me so stiff with the frost. 



" Your feelings I know would be these — 
*I'm sorry poor Robin's no more, 

Oh could I from death's grips release. 
His fate might no longer deplore,' 

Now hear my last heart-rending cry. 
Grim death, pictured full in my view. 

Dictates an eternal goodbye, 
No longer I'm able to sue." 



The door then responsively wide 
I opened — blythe inward he came, 

And sat himself down by my side. 
Cold, hungry, faint, weary, and lame ; 

Soon after, with aspect secure. 

Apart from the rude piercing gust. 

He perched himself up from the floor 
His feathers to proudly adjust. 



He now in my cot does reside. 

Though humble, regaining his strength, 
The inmates all in him take pride. 

His tail stretching forth to its length. 
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He cheerfully passes each day, 

Our fare he partakes without fright, 

And fearlessly 'mongst us does stray, 
And calmly reposes at night. 

While 'tis his fond wish to remain, 
He'll ne'er from my dwelling be sent. 

Nor shall I use means to restrain 
His egress or freedom prevent. 

Should Nature his presence demand. 

When winter's rude blasts are blown o'er, 

To shine forth in spring's feathered band, 
He's welcome to rove as before. 
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" THE 

YOUNG GUIDWIFE Cy WINDSOR 

^tr-r-"THE BiRKEN TrEB." 

' . '.. . * 

*'The King tiiat .fait^ifi;% jodg^tb jthe.poor, his throne 
shall be establislied for ever.? — Prov, xxix., 14. 

Though wordy the braw gate thou ve gane, 
Thou justly dawted gracious. Dane, 
I canna bide the servile strain 

0' thae wha wud thee hail ; 
For we've routh o' winsome lasses, 
E'en o' the humble classes 
Whase beauty thine surpasses, 

Though starred frae heed tae tail ; 
Yet loe thee nae less dearly, 
Thou Princess pure and pearly, 
The land maun thole severely, 

Frae whilk sic worth did saiL 

Thou'd fin' me heart an' saul as leal, 
As thae oor " bonny Jeans" wad peel 
0' native charms they set sae weel, 

Tae flaiMiit around thy star. 
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0' the wreathes sae lang they've worn, 
Wr nature's lyric lore on, 
We canna hae them shorn 

Though thou'd mense Juno's car. 
Yet loe thee nae less dearly, 
Thou Prmcess pure and pearly, 
But pray baith late and early, 

Dools frae thee keep afar. 



Be a' thy virtues noo displayed, 
Tell him wha win the Norland Maid, 
That richts belang the toilin' grade, 

As hallowed as yer ain ; 
And richt sairly we've been tested, 
Sin' o' thae richts divested. 
Yet howsoe'er molested 

Oor fealty maintain ; 
And still will loe thee dearly, 
Thou Princess pure and pearly, 
Within oor hearts sincerely. 

Aye siccar shalt thou reign. 



Direct his chaste redeemin' han'. 
Yon God-forbidden pile tae ban 
The prison o' the workin' man, 

Whan poverty's the crime ; 



N 
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And oppression sweep &ae 'mang us, 
Crag thae wad speak tae wrang us, 
And trip thae wad o'ergang us, 

While young and in his prime ; 
And we'se aye loe thee dearly, 
Thou Princess pure and pearly, 
Thy worth baith lood and clearly. 
In canzonets we'll hymn. 

Whan heeven roun* the season brings, 
For thee tae nurse oor future kings, 
teach the Royal lispin' things 

The richts o' men tae guide. 
Syne ilk risin' generation, 
Will hail wi' celebration. 
That day's commemoration, 

Ye war oor Prince's bride. 
And aye will loe thee dearly, 
Thou Princess pure and pearly. 
And pray that blessin's e'erly. 

Play roim' yer ingle side. 
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THE EMIGRANT'S 

ADDRESS TO LOCHAR. 

Air — "The Bkeak of Day." 

Green be thy sweet meads, lovely Lochar, 

Thy dimpling streams gently do glide 
In mild silvery graceful meanders, 

Till wrapt up in Solway's fair tide ; 
Which, richly perfumed with the fragrance 

Thy flowery banks lavish so free. 
Imprints a fond kiss on Bay Silloth ; 

Then proudly recedes to the sea. 

Thy pure limpid crystaline waters 

My young guileless bosom oft cleaved, 
Encircled by youthful companions, 

Yet none thou hast ever deceived ; 
No pale languid mother bewailing 

The death of a husband or child, 
An extra sigh heaved, on reviewing 

Where falsely thou either beguiled. 

Yet slow thou meand'rest imheeded, 

Nor set forth by poets in rhyme, 
Whilst far-famed and highly exalted 

Are rivers in pages aublioie^ 
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Whose murderous deeds are so frequent 
That on their dread margins appear, 

Retreats for the victims who perish 
In their cold embraces severe. 



The anglers, impatiently eager, 

Their arts so alluring display, 
To capture thy finny productions, 

None are more delicious than they. 
In all thy bright features surpassing 

The willows that wave on thy brow, 
Would grace the fair hand of a princess, 

When Hammond's they've gently gone through. 



Though here I remain at a distance. 

Full often in fancy I stray, 
By thy pleasing serpentine windings, 

Fond memory to me does portray ; 
Each lily which doth thee adorn. 

And sweeter the landscape is drawn, 
Than when in love's sunshine I wandered 

Alongst thee in youth's smiling dawn. 



Oh happy the evenings I pleasiu^d 
Upon thy rich May-flowery verge, 

The wild duck, teal, moorfowl, and plover, 
Collecting their tender ^omw*^ <!i\«r^. 
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The frisksome young lambkins were sporting, 

A beautiful scene to behold, 
Yet blyther than these was my Ellen, 

Whom I in my arms did enfold. 



THE LAST SENTIMENTS 

OP 

SIR WILLIAM WALLACE. 

Air — ** Oh, Erin, my Country." 

Oh, Scotia, loved Scotia, to thee I send greeting, 

My last aspirations for thy liberty ; 
My fate with calm, bold resignation I'm meeting. 

Regarding alone what thy future may be. 
Though streaming in blood for thy rights as a nation. 

And treachery pants thy proud soul to subdue — 
To thee I bequeath my heart's fondest pulsation, 

Whose last throb shall vibrate in hope towards you. 

Thy son, true and faithful, by friends now forsaken. 
Their vengeance must glut who would trample thy 
brave ; 

My blood must atone for the part I have taken, 
From thraldom and ruin my (ioxxxvXx^ \.^ ^^c^'ii.. 



206 

But thy sons yet unborn shall brighten thy story, 
Led on by the light from thy patriot's tomb, 

To deeds of true daring, surpassing in glory 
The Spartans of old, or the Gracchi of Kome. 

Farewell, lovely land, may the brave still respect thee, 

And sound thy release from oppression's fell woes, 
Five thousand times o'er would I die to protect thee, 

Or death deal around me through hosts of thy foes. 
Though fate's cruel grasp from thy presence hath bore me. 

My spirit relieved to thy mountains shall flee, 
Death's dark gloomy visage seems smiling before me. 

Because his doomed victim for freedom and thee. 



BLYTHE JOCKIE. 

This Song was composed in October, 1838, on the 
departure of John Campbell from Gateside of Trench, 
where he had been on a visit to his parents and other 
relations for a few days previous to his return to Edin- 
burgh, to rejoin his young and amiable wife. The 
time on this occasion, in accordance with our drinking 
babitSy with which tVie kw\i3[iOT ^^a^i \y^\. \k«!;^ a& now, 
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become sufficiently disgusted, flew by in what was 
foolishly thought to be the greatest conviviality. 

-4iV— "The Learig." 

Blythe Jockie's gane frae 'mang us ; 

An' left us cheerless as the gloom 
That ever does o'erhang us, 

Whan ane we loe's closed i' the tomb ; 
Nae cheerfu' smile blinks forth ava, 

As sunshine tae dispel our wae, 
An' check the tears incessant fa', 

An' usher in a brichter day. 

Nae tankards noo come foamin' 

Tae pass alang the heavy hour, 
Nor lads wi' lasses roamin' 

In e'enin' tae the Maiden Bower ; 
Deep melancholy through a clud 

Sol dimly views the pensive train, 
The flowers retire wi' droopin' nod, 

The verdure, fading, leaves the plain. 

The bee, whas cheerfu' hummin' sang 

Enriched wi' glee the sunny hours, 
Whan gladsome rovin' through amang 

The sweetest o' its simmer flowers, 
Sae o'ercome noo wi' pallid grief, 

Kesolves the hive within tae bide 
Till spring brings smilin' wi' relief 

Fair Flora, decked in a' her i^tidft. 
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The laverock haps fu' eerie, 

That used tae hail the rosy dawn, 
Wi' notes baith sweet and cheerie. 

Whan hoverm' o'er the dewy lawn ; 
Wi' dolefu' chirp its feathered frien's 

Desert the bare unmantled grove, 
The swallow, loathin' sic drear scenes, 

Migrates through foreign climes tae rove. 

Blythe may she be beside him, 

I mean the darlin' o' his choice, 
May nocht on yirth betide them, 

Unfringed wi' causes tae rejoice ; 
May filial sprouts up 'tween them spring, 

Tae deck the edge o' life's decay. 
An' fate her favourite mantle fling 

Aboot their shouthers nicht an' day. 
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THE VOLUNTEEKS' CAKOL. 

SPECIALLY DEDICATED TO MAJOR WALKER 

OF CRAWFORDTON. 

Air — "Within a Mile o' Edinbxjkgh." 

We are British Volunteers, 

Wha apairt frae dreed or fears, 
Can compete wi' rifle, cannon, lance, or sword ; 

Sud the bauld invader come, 

At the rattle o' the drum. 
We are thousands, and a' ready at a word. 
Loyal, darin', fu' o' glee. 
Are the sons o' liberty ; 
Whan richts demand, wi' heart an* hand 
The conquerin' blade we*se draw ; 
And never sheath't till smile unskaithed 
Cor Freedom, Love, and Law. 

On the richteous battle field, 

British hearths and hames tae shield ; 
'Twad aye cheer us on oor vigour to maintain. 

That ilk maiden blythe an* free, 

A Miss Nightingale wad be. 
To bless, comfort, and sustain her bleedin' swain. 
Loyal, darin', fu' o' glee^ &c. 
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Although plenty aye has poured, 

Boon oor native social board — 
A' that avarice or appetite micht crave — 

There's nae luxury sae great 

As the Freedom o' the State, 
Nor nae pleasure like the triumphs o' the brava 
Loyal, darin', fu' o' glee, &c. 

Heeven made us what we are. 

And what ither power dare 
To deface the handy-wark o* the Divine ; 

To nae proud forbidden fiend, 

Shall we ever crooch or bend, 
Wha'd infringe oor cherished glories o' lang syne. 
Loyal, darin', fu' o' glee, &c. 



LOVELY LILLY LEE 

^ir— "The Bonny Woods o' Craioielba." 

Sweet Lilly is the rarest gem 
On earth, or up the lift sae hee ; 

Oor hills an' dales wi* beauty teem. 
Bat nana can equ^&\ lAW^ L^^. 
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Noo May is breathin' sweet perfume, 
An' Nature wantons, fu' o' glee, 

Noo Simmer's in her richest bloom, 
An' sae is lovely Lilly Lee. 

For oh, she is the rarest gem, (fee. 

On yester morn the laverock sang, 
I heard him heich as he could flee 

Melodious warble e'er sae lang. 
The praises o' sweet Lilly Lee. 

For oh, she is the rarest gem, &c. 

Oh, spare her fame, ye idle tongues 
That twine straicht characters agee, 

While I am blessed wi' voice and l\mgs, 
ril sing o' lovely Lilly Lee. 

For oh, she is the rarest gem, &c. 

Gif I'm the least in thy guidwiU, 
Dame Fortune, lend yer help a wee. 

Come, turn thy wheel wi' tentie skill, 
An' ca' sweet Lilly roun' tae me. 

For oh, she is the rarest gem, <fec. 
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THE BRAW LADS 0' CREETOWN. 

^ir— "Katie of Coleraink." 

" As a jewel of gold in a swiDe*s snout, so is a fair woman 
which is without mscretion." — Prov. xi., 22. 

Ye braw lads o' Creeton, yer teens noo completin', 

Be sure whan outsettin* in quest o' a wife, 
Tae be unco wary on leavin' the Ferry, 

Ne'er tae C ry tae gang for yer life. 

Its menial domestics are ignorant rustics, 

Their conscience elastics wad rax tae Penure ; 
Wee pensy Kate Parker, propensities mark her, 

As gipsy Peg Harker, fause, vicious, impure. 

As Satan's tap sample, they modesty trample, 

And set an example, me^n, vulgar, and vile ; 
Their low pride and vanity mount to insanity, 

Chasin' humanity as an exile. 
Indecent, uncivil, their minds hinged on evil, 

Nae virtue how trivial there ever dare dweU ; 
Their base hearts assumin', their gait unbecomin', 

Chaste prudence deep gloomin' their passions expel 

Low, mean, licht, and menseless, immoral and senseless, 
Their habits defenseless baith ootbye and in, 

'Twad seem, mercy guide us ! frae samples beside us, 
Their supremeBt piida \& \."aft x«^^ ycl ^tu 
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Frae sma' spierin's o' them, before I wad woo them, 
Or for marriage sue them, mysel* I wad bind 

Tae ride on a harrow frae Cree tae the Yarrow, 
Or pick my half marra frae Briggit New wynd. 



THE 

HITAE MONAECH-PEASANT IN 

WEDLOCK. 

Air — **DArT Watty." 

I aince was a bachelor, noo I've got wed. 

And safb as I made it, I li^ in my bed, 

I toil for my parritch, but turmoil or strife. 

For gloom ne'er encircles the brow o' my wife. 

She tak's what I earn, and guides it wi' care. 

And tho' whiles but little she aye mak's it mair ; 

Ye'll ne'er fin' her idle the length o' the day. 

And her smile's been designed tae chase sorrow away. 

'Tis weel tae be rich, tae be bowzie an' braw, 
Wi' ilk thing that's needed tae come at yer ca', 
Tae saunter in simmer by woodlan' or brook, 
An' grudge na the minute is spent o^nt^ ^\i<i^V^^ 
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Tae gang whar aue likes, and tae wark or tae play, 
And hae a' the comforts a body coud hae ; 
But I wadna gie tippence war a' thae my lot 
Unless I had licht-hearted Tibbie tae boot. 

Avaunt ye vain pleesures that sully the soul, 
The palm o' the gallant, debauch o' the bowl, 
Fell source o' misfortune, vexation, despair, 
I wish whar Fve been ye had never been there. 
The peace an' content o* ane's ain but an' ben 
Maun be like tae the bliss that will ne'er hae an en' ; 
We'll baith pu' thegither fu' eydent an' gay, 
An' thus strive tae laugh care an' poortith away. 



FAIK ANNIE BELL 

^ir— " A Main's a Man for a' that." 

Fair, unassuming, blythe Miss Bell, 
Beshrew them wad misca' that. 

Her matchless worth nae pen coud tell, 
Nor pencil ever draw that. 

Oor ladies kin', and a' that, 

Oor lasses fine, and a' that, 

Their manner, gait, and waist sae neat, 

Wi* her maun never aha.^ that. 
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Yestreen I viewed Diana fair 
In image-wark, and a' that, 

Defying a' the critic's care, 
A model, unca braw that. 

Her hair, her een, and a' that. 

Her goddess mien, and a' that ; 

Yet Annie's face smiles richer grace 

Tae thae wha evei^saw that. 

Sae gentle, void o' empty pride, 
Sae kin', and free, and a' that, 
Wi' angels ever for her guide. 

Temptations canna draw that. 
Their pomp and gear, and a* that. 
Their wiles sae qaeet, and a' that. 
Her innocence and gracefu' mense. 
Chill doon as ice or snaw that. 

Far hence ye low deceitfu* crew, 

Yer fiendish hearts, and a' that, 
Fu' weel ken I what ye wad do. 

Whan dune, how ye wad blaw that. 
Yer wanton grips, and a' that, 
Yer faithless lips, and a' that, 
Aye baffled here some ither whare, 
Ye'll hae tae gang tae fa' that. 
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TO THE POTATO BLOSSOM. 

Air — "The Last Rose of Summer.** 

Wee blythe modest floweret, though humble thy lot, 
Though placed na in parterre, or gay bordered knot, 
Nae flower o* the valley wi' thee may compare, 
Because the maist fragrant, sweet, lovely, an* fair. 

Nane o' yer douce kindred, however sae braw, 
Or dawted an' pampered by palace or ha'. 
An' smiles the maist gratefu' for culture impart, 
Wi* glee sic as thine e'er encircles the heart. 

The rose, pink, and tulip enchant the fond eye. 
An' lade wi' their fragrance the win's passin' by. 
But whan breezes scatter their leaves o'er the bed, 
Their sweets are evanished, their beauties are fled. 

But thou, fairest gem o' the garden or field, 

A mair pleasin' tribute thy bloom tends tae yield, 

By richly reflectin' an intrinsic worth, 

Whilk at thy departure mair sweetly shines forth. 
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JEANIE TELFER. 

Air — "Red Robin." 

Young Jeanie's thQ pride o' the Teviot, 

Maist sensible, modest, an' fair, 
Frae Ruberslaw on tae the Cheviot, 

For worth, nane wi' her may compare — 
Her gait aye sae artless and winnin', 

Sae gay, unaffected, and free. 
Life's course I wad deem na worth rinnin', 

Gif blessed na, dear lassie, wi' thee. 

As doon Teviot banks i' the gloamin*, 

Alang wi' young Jeanie I stray, 
Blythe Nature rejoiced at oor comin', 

Smiles welcome frae ilka green spray — 
And sporting her richest braw dresses. 

Plays roun' us in licht simmer glee ; 
But tae my saul doubly surpasses 

Ae bhnk o' yoimg Jeanie's blue e'e. 

Gif Fate has decreed lovely Jeanie 
Sud smile on some ither than me, 

Why did it, through love, e'er design I 
Shoud think nane sae charmiu' as the. 





i 
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But heeven in yain ne'er implanted 

In bosom a love sae diyine, 
Whilk gars me presume, sae undaunted, 

Thou'lt yet, lovely Jeanie, be mine. 



AGGIE NISBET. 

-4 ir— "Sweet Sally Gray." 

Perfection, why did you complete her ? 

Love, why did you warm her fond heart 1 
Fate, why did you lead me to meet her ? 

Theii write the sad sentence — Depart 
Alas ! are we parted for ever 1 

Is the sun of my happiness set 1 
Then sink me in Lethe's deep river. 

And spare me the pangs of regret. 

Fear whispered, when on my first story, 

I marked her eye glisten with love, 
To live in such heavenly glory, 

Was more than a mortal should prove ; 
And oh, but too soon my forboding 

Awoke me to utter despair. 
Removed from the circle we trode in, 

I'll never ag^ ina^\.\ist VJaax^. 
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Farewell, dearest thought of my bosom, 

In anguish I bid you adieu, 
I loved you in bud and in blossom — 

The passion more ardently grew. 
Should we e*er meet again in our travels, 

I solemnly pledge me to this, 
Though menaced by aU my dread rivals, 

My pangs to repay with a kiss. 



NANNIE. 

Air — "Banks of thb Devon." 

A bloomin' young floweret I aince lo'ed sincerely, 

I cuUed frae the pride o' the garden an' lawn. 
For nae ither rose-bud, though ever sae pearly, 

Coud vie wi' my floweret at e'enin' or dawn ; 
How keen sordid avarice explores rich dominions 

For jewels an' gems as braw trophies o' gain, 
But ne'er was selected by nicest opinions, 

A gem like the floweret I aince ca'd my ain. 

Fu' oft a' the buds o' the spring did I gather, 
Alang wi' my floweret their sweets tae compare. 

An' ardently gazed on the bricht starry ether, 
Ta© see if 'twas equalled by odo^i ^\v\xi ^^-t^i \ 
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But after survejin' the grandest profusion 
O' flowerets an' stamies that dazzle ihe e'e, 

I ever arrived at the same fond conclusion, 
That nane, lovely Nannie, was equal tae thee. 

How rich is the glow o' the ripe blushin' rowan, 

How sweet is the scent o* the fresh bloomin* pea, 
How mild the chaste violet, how modest the gowan, 

An' red mantled daisy the pride o' the lea. 
But sovereign an' pride o' a' rural creation, 

That e'er graced the landscape on heicht or in howe, 
Was mine whan the faulds o' her silken carnation 

First bathed in the dews o' her native Gillknowe. 

Noo pensive I wander, like ane left forlorn. 

The beauties o' Nature are tasteless tae me, 
The floweret I lo'ed frae its kindred is torn, 

Exiled frae my presence for ever tae be. 
The beams o' blythe Cynthia noo are divested 

0' what aince tae me was resplendently rare. 
For whan on yon valley rich smilin' they rested. 

Their glow was refulgent — my Nannie was there. 
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PEGGY. 

Air—*^ The Flower op Workington." 

Dear Peggy, why so pensive, pray 1 

The cause to me impart ; 
You who till now so blythe and gay. 

So light and cheery wert. 
Care to that mien can ne'er belong, 

Suppress that infant sigh, 
For you are pride the nymphs among, 

The happiest swain am I. 

Pale Lima high among yon orbs. 

Triumphant takes her flight. 
The gentle breeze no leaf disturbs, 

But lovers doth invite 
Yon flowery bank to pace along. 

Where Nith glides rolling by, 
Oh, you are pride the nymphs among, 

The happiest swain am I. 

How sweet 'neath heaven's approving smile 

In innocence to rove, 
Apart from sin, deceit, and guile. 

And everything but \oi7Q. 
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Pure as the seraph's holy song, 
'Midst blissful scenes on high, 

Come, you are pride the nymphs among. 
The happiest swain am I. 

We'll hajsten to yon pride of bowers — 

The lovers' safe retreat. 
Where angels wreathing nuptial flowers, 

Enraptured lovers greet. 
And there, amidst the heavenly throng, 

Our souls together tie. 
For you are pride the nymphs among, 

The happiest swain am I. 



AE EVENIN' AS I MUSED 

ALANG. 

^ir—" Catherine Oggbb.*' 

Ae evenin' as I mused alang 

Yon dark sequestered loanin', 
Whar but was heard the birdie's sang. 

The aiks and a^e^ ^co^vc^ . 
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While markiu* there the daisies trim, 

The selvage o' the plantain, 
A damsel charmin', neat, and slim. 

My heart a' set a-pantin\ 

Her modest, pure, mild, artless gait, 

Sae feat, yet unassumin*. 
Revealed at once blythe winsome Kate, 

In health and beauty bloomin'. 
The graces tentin' i' their keep 

Her figure, mien, an' stature, 
The maiden virtues tracin' deep 

Their charms on ilka feature. 

Whare'er she turned, the openin' buds 

Blythe, smilin', seemed tae greet her^ 
The breezes rushin' through the woods. 

Whan near her, breathin' sweeter. 
Transportin* thocht, oh war she mine. 

My life, my joy, my treasure, 
Nae mair I'd seek, did heaven incline, 

Tae yield me ilka pleasure. 
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THE AULD MEAL-MONGEE'S 

COURTSHIP. 

Air — " Dainty Davy." 

Ae winter^s nicht whan it was late, 
Meal-monger Jock took owre the gate, 
His craiken banes tae recreate, 

An' crack wi' neebour Nellv. 
A wee bird 'neath the window sill 
Heard John his love-sick story spill, 
A smile crap roun' its hornie bill. 

Whan thus he whispered gaily : 
Oh, Nelly, ope the door tae me, 
It's noo sae dark there's nane can see, 
Tae hear ye breathe sweet melody. 

An' taste yer sweets^ my NeUy. 

Yer gentle face, whar beauty gleams 
Wi' rays as chaste as Cynthia's beams^ 
My rest distracts wi' fleetin' dreams, 

My fondest hopes beguile aye. 
Nor meat nor drink can Johnny pree, 
Sae worried up wi' thochts o' thee^ 
But noo wi' joy I'm like tae flee, 

Tae hear ye fidge, my NeUy. 
Oh, Nelly^ ope tbe doox ta^i^ me^ dee. 
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Tae keep tus rowth I've meal eneuch, 

A house my ain, o' plenish fu', 

A stockin' leg weel crammed, I trow, 

Wi' glancin' gowd sae yelly ; 
A cellar stowed wi' peats and coals, 
Tae raise a heat whan Boreas growls, 
That we nnskaithed may toast our soles 

By ingle bricht, my Nelly. 
Oh, Nelly, ope the door tae me, &c. 

Te*re na like some I ken fa' weel, 
Wi' tongues wad deave the vera Diel, 
Wha'd never dae for sellin' meal, 

Their tale sae lang tae tell aye, 
But ye're sae mim, and gleg for a', 
Wi' tale sae frank, sae brief an' braw, 
Whar they but ane ye three times twa 

Wad sei^, my han'som Nelly. 
Oh, N'elly, ope the door tae me, dec. 

Yestreen auld Kate let loose on me. 
Said I a shallow loon buist be, 
Tae gom sic an auld hag as thee. 

An' I sae tngg a fally. 
Noo E^ate, quoth I, unhinge yer jaw. 
For gin her skin was stuffed wi' straw, 
I wadna gie't for ony twa 

Sic riyals o' my Nelly. 
Ohy Nelly, ope the door tae me, dtc. 
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This fyfeteen year an' somethiDg mair. 
My heart ye*ve drawn as in a snare, 
Ilk day tae me ye seem mair fair, 

Blythe, bulky, douce, and melly. 
Or this day week, Fd lay my life, 
Wad ye consent to be my wife, 
Twa-three sweet words frae Maister Fyfe 

Wad mak' us ane, my Nelly. 
Oh, Nelly, ope the door tae me, &c. 

Noo gently yields the wooden bar, 
The craikin' door creeps half ajar, 
John shook frae aff his shoon the glar, 

Syne briskly forth did sally ; 
But oh, whan struttin' up sae fain. 
His tae took Nelly's comer stane, 
Whilk gart him i' the gutter grane, 

Till oxtered in by Nelly, 
Oh charmin' Nelly — syne, quoth he, 
This dook is nocht ava tae me. 
Sin* I can strip— slip in tae thee — 

My ain dear winsome Nelly. 
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THE GASSTOWN LASSES 

Air — "Whistle owre the Lave o*t." 

Blythe Gasstown lasses fu* o' glee, 
Wi' hearts sae licht ye maist cud flee, 
I'se gie ye verses twa or three, 

Or ane, or what ye'll have o't. 
An* dinna think my muse tae ding, 
Nor saucy glances at her fling. 
For gin ye winna let me sing, 

1*11 whistle owre the lave o*t. 

Ye war aye kindly a' yer lives, 
Ye'll surely mak' guid faithfu' wives, 
Far frae yer love na callan thrives, 

E*er faun the slightest heave o't ; 
Frae Springwood Park ere lang some day, 
I'se tak' the gate for Gasstown brae, 
I canna bide sae far away. 

Whistle owre the lave o't. 

I'm tauld ye dauma gie a sten, 
At e'en noo roim' yer ain gate en', 
Nor is't the fear o' wicked men 

Ye'd hae tae cry behave at ; 
But some unyearthly thing that's heard, 
Noo like a beast, noo like a bird, 
Stravaguin' £rae the auld kirk-yard, 

Whistle owre the lave o't. 
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The tale ye mamma let ye fricht, 

Mair than in day, there's nocht at nicht, 

May CalGraft draw his wizzen ticht, 

Wha first began tae rave o't ; 
Sae keep yer trysts as ye war wont, 
At Gaastown fit, tap, back, or front, 
Gif ocht appears tae maur yer ** splunt,'* 

Whistle owre the lave o't. 

A ghaist was seen by faithless Jock, 
Smooth glidin' in a snaw-white frock. 
Close roun' about the Royal Oak, 

Moolie frae the grave o't. 
Pair ghaistie crap behin' a wa', 
The seemin' fleytest o' the twa. 
While Jock a breath cud scarcely draw, 

Whistle owre the lave o't 

Noo, wha the ghaist was, let me tell, 
'Twas nane o' thae that come frae hell, 
Nor ane that Michael did expel. 

Lest he should be the slave o't ; 
But Jock's aul' mither wi' a pouk, 
Gaun oot some neebours pit tae houk, 
Sae lasses gin ye gat the gowk. 

Whistle owre the lave o't. 
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THB 

EMIGEANT'S FAEEWELL TO 

GASSTOWN. 

Air—** Hogg's Bonny Jean." 

'Boon Johnny Jardine's chimley tap 

The reek began tae curl, 
Aurora bade the sun get up, 

An' journey roun' the worF ; 
The hind had tae his labour g^ne, 

The maid tae winnow com, 
As I gaed by the twa-mile stane, 
An' left whar I was bom. 

Then fare-ye-weel, my native hame, 

■^' joys that wama lastin', 
Fareweel auld &eens and faes the same, 
Adieu, my native Gasstown. 

In mony a stormy nicht and dark, 

Yon auld shed bield us twa in, 
Till nocht was heard but Colly's bark, 

And early cock's a-crawin' ; 
Syne I wad see her safely in, 

Escape the mither's ogle. 
And tak' the gate sae free frae sin, 

My conscience was nae bogle, 
Then fare-ye-weel, dw. 
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Fareweel tae yon aul' theeket schale, 

Whar first I tried tae spell in, 
Unkent tae either care or dool, 

Or ony thocht was ill in ; 
Sae unacquainted wi' the guilt, 

Oor after-life sae crabbeth. 
The crampest task was never felt 

Syne ilka day was Sabbath. 
Then fare-ye-weel, &c. 

Whan wintry wins howl owre the roofs 

That hap my dear aul' cronies, 
And roun' the ingle their spread loofs 

Proclaim day's labour done is ; 
Sweet comforts may they ever feel, 

Unskaithed by ocht can harm, 
Wi* routh o' pouks weel crammed wi' meal, 

An' peats tae keep them warm. 
Then fare-ye-weel, <kc. 

And you, sweet lass, perfection's ain, 

Sae like the rosy mom, 
Tae hear yer voice, aye made richt fain 

The heart whar ye war worn ; 
Until again by fortune blessed, 

Tae see an* hugg ye dearly, 
Yer image on my min' impressed. 

Shall cheer me late an' early. 
Then fare-ye-weel, <fec. 
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MARY CONNOR 

Air — "The Duke dang oweb my Daddy." 

Touch up yer harp, auld Caledon, 
Yer tuneless prosy days are gone ; 
Apollo noo will tent the strings 
HunseF, whan Mary Connor sings. 

Then wreath the laurel roun' her, 0, 
An' deck the roses on her, 0, 
Pure social glee an' harmony 
Entwine sweet Mary Connor, 0. 

Sic sweet seraphic tones has she, 
That Angels o' the first degree. 
Fond hoverin' on their silken wings, 
Loot doon tae hear whan Mary sings. 
Then wreath, &c. 

The nymph just tae the altar taen, 
Wha's heart before was ne'er sae fain, 
Wad there resign her bridal ring 
Tae hear sweet Mary Connor sing. 
Then wreath, &c. 

Sweet melody, that gracefu' queen, 
Comes Hke a fairy owre the scene, 
Nae matter tae what clime she clings, 
Is present aye whan Mary sings. 
Then wreath, <Ssc. 
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LOVELY MAGGIE. 

Air—^* Onagh's Lock." 

The like o' lovely Maggie 

In Scotland wide ye wadna see, 
In howe or heicht sae craggie, 

In humble or in high degree : 
She's bloomin', becomin', 

Adorned wi' ilka shinin' grace 
That warms and charms 

A seraph or an angeFs face. 
What love and kindness shine within 

Her blue and lively rollin' e'e ; 
I wadna count the Queen my kin 

Whan Maggie sweetly smiles on me. 

Whane'er she slips her lane oot, 

Tae pree the sweet an' caller air, 
Blythe Nature, glad tae ken o't, 

Appears mair fragrant, fresh, an' fair ; 
In winter, anent her. 

The birds resume their ware day sang, 
The mavis wad deave us 

The naked leafless boughs amang. 
Whan ilka thing o' her's sae fain, 

Nae wonder I sae proud sud be, 
An' think a' happiness my ain, 

Whan l&aggiQ ss7Q^V\^ ^tDc^<^^ ^xlisl^. 
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Her innocence protects her 

Frae Guile's attempts tae come her nigh, 
Immodesty respects her, 

As cowerin*ly it hurries by ; 
Ashamed and timid, 

The bauldest in the doonward chase, 
Eevere her whan near her. 

Their former evil course retrace, 
The Graces fondly roun' her play 

In cheerfu* dool defyin' glee, 
An' carkin' Care aye slinks away 

Whan Maggie sweetly smiles on me. 



THE BONNIE BARK. 

^ir— ** The Boattie Rows." 

I'U risk me in St. Peter's bark, 

Sae faultless and sae fair. 
That ne'er can leak, nor suffer wreck, 
Or thole the least repair. 

Sail on, sail on, my bonnie bark, 

'Neath heaven's serenest smile, 
Nae rock, nor storm, gust, haze, or dark, 
Shall e'er thy course beg;iiile« 



234 

How mony craft o' various form 

Hae floated by her side, 
But aye they sauk beneath the storm. 

Or perished in the tide. 
Sail on, sail on, kc. 

Whan howlin' tempests cleave the deep, 

Wr surgin' threatenin' roar, 
The bonnie bar^ wi* fearless sweep, 

GUdes smoothly as before. 
Sail on, sail on, &c. 

Then come aboard the bonnie bark, 

There's room eneuch for a'. 
She is the only chartered ark 
That harm can never fa'. 

Sail on, sail on, my bonnie bark, 
'Neath heaven's serenest smile, 
Nae rock, nor storm, gust, haze, or dark. 
Shall e'er thy course beguile. 
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THE VALIANT GUNNER, 

Intended to represent the heartfelt sentiments of an 
only Brother, on the unexpected return to Dumfries, 
his native Town, of a young Gunner in the Royal Bri- 
tish Artillery, on furlough, immediately from the Cri- 
mean Campaign. 

Air — "The Burial or Sir John Moore.'' 

From the distant Crimea's gory fields. 

With his hard- won badge of honour, 
To where every heart a welcome yields. 

Comes the young and the valiant gunner. 
Oh welcome again to thy native hearth, 

And to her who so long did bewail thee, 
The happiest day that we e'er had on earth, 

Is the one that we now meet to hail thee. 

In the dreary trenches for many an hour. 

In the camp or the siege-train firing, 
In the heat of strife, or the battle o'er 

With the remnant left retiring. 
He would think of his boyhood days at home, 

And the dear ones there behind him, 
And though fearless to die, hope the day might cotne^ 

As hiB young heait \eit \i^ nsoxs^^ %st^ SiciKav, 
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And meet we again, brave war-worn youth, 

Let me see, let me hear and enfold thee, 
And think not this grasp of a brother uncouth, 

I have prayed night and day thus to hold thee. 
Thrice welcome again to thy native hearth. 

And to her who so long did bewail thee, 
The happiest day that we e'er had on earth, 

Is the one that ye now meet to hail thee. 



HENIE RUSSELL. 

Air—^^ Henie Russell." 

Dear Henie, dare I breathe a hint. 

That ye're the first alive, love. 
E'er gae my heart sae queer a dint, 

It winna let me thrive, love. 
I kenna gif the same ye meant, 

Or did my death contrive, love. 
But, gin ye'll no let be, the fient 

A lang can I survive, love. 

I aince was hafflins charmed before, 
Wi' beauty few coud peer, love, 

I never passed a happy hour 
But m' my (^xtaet xisai^Vs^^ \ 
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An' though a smilin' bloomin* flower, 
Wi' a kind witchin' leer, love, 

She'd lie forgot amang the stour. 
Whan ye'd be taen tae wear, love. 

Fortune may hae, for ocht I know, 

Some gifts in store for me, love. 
Unwelcome a', tae me, gif no 

Accompanied wi' thee^ love : 
There's only you, o' a' below, 

Tae wham I'd bend the knee, love, 
And ilka ither care forego, 

Yer honied sweets tae pree, love. 

Noo, Henie, dinna answer na, 

Nor langer frae me flee, love, 
Nor spurn the willin' han' awa', 

Wad rax tae nane but thee, love ; 
But ope yer mouth, and sweetly say 

Kind wordies twa or thrfee, love. 
An' mak' me blest this vera day. 

As nane beside can be, love. 
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SALLY NODDLE. 

Air—'' Betsy Baker." 

There, tipped wi' modesty, she goes, 

As trig as ony daisy, 
Her face like simmer's fairest rose, 

Her carriage free and easy. 
Ye vain coquettes wha flirt aboot, 

An' scarce for pride can hoddle ; 
How odd ye'd seem, gif trotted oot 

Wi' matchless Sally Noddle. 

Ye Scottish nymphs, renowned in sang, 

Wi' Saxon dames forgether. 
An' sport a garland braid an' lang, 

0' roses mixed wi' heather. 
Degenerate things, however coud 

Yer mixtie-maxtie puddle 
Vie wi' the pure Milesian bluid 

0' winsome Sally Noddle. 

Had I the largest gem e'er bore 
Frae Nature's rarest quarry, 

Or rich Peruvian gowden ore 
As meickVa 1 qo\]A <:axt^^ 
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Tae Sally's neat and slender feet 
Richt faithfu' wad I waddle, 

An' cast me doon tae mak' complete 
The bliss o' Sally Noddle. 

Nae musk perfumes frae her exhale, 

Nor lace nor ribbons busk her, 
Nor flowery-dotted flauntin' veil, 

Nor gaudy primrose whisker. 
But Nature's touch sae pure an' bricht, 

But blemish, flaw, or suddle, 
A paragon o' sweet delicht 

Left lovely Sally Noddle. 

€oud I bestride sic gallant yads 

As Ovid's fleet Pegasus, 
In distant climes the wooer lads 

Wad hear o' Dumfries lasses. 
I'd mak' the widest valleys ring 

As Homer-like I'd toddle. 
And echo on the nK)untains sing 

The praise o' Sally Noddle. 

Tae mak' her mine gif Fate decreed, 

That a' things wisely ordered, 
Sud pride forbear tae kill me dead 

An' streek me wi' the murdered, 
I'd be the first that e'er embraced 

Perfection's rarest model. 
The only guest at that ae feast. 

The sweets o' Salty Noddle. 
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CARL WABSTERS. 

Air — "Viva La, the French abe coming.** 

Carl wabsters, aince sae merry, 
Dafl&n' Dandy, fat and free, 

Hae ye tint yer spunk sae airy ? 
Court ye haggard misery ? 

Did some evil thing beget ye. 
Are ye dreein' penance noo. 

That untae the sons o' Clootie 
Ye sae patient crouch and bow ? 

See yer sides sae thin and sarkless, 
Bluidless cheeks as white as crud, 

Ilka day mair frail and warkless, 
Sune ye'll rest beneath the sod. 

See yer dochters sickly dwinin', 
Factory victims late and sune, 

A' their sap and beauty tinin', 
That wad ornament the toun. 

Gather oot in hordes at gloamin', 
Let yer faes yer number see. 

Raise yer voices, man and woman, 
Swear tae Bet yer w^coa ^^e. 
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Bum yer gears, yer lays, and shuttles, 
Keck na what the lumber coft, 

Swear tae feed on docks an* nettles 
E*er ye*ll toil tae knaves for nocht. 

Carl wabsters aince sae tidy, 
Wad ye stalk in tatters noo, 

Wearin* faces aince wad fleyed ye, 
Ghastly muzzles filed wi' blue. 

Will ye shame the warks o* Nature, 
Starvin't oot o' shape and hue, 

Rise, recruit ilk fadin' feature, 
A' the onvs lies on you. 
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GENTLE STALK, WI' GOWDEN 

COVEE. 

Air — **IsLK OP Beauty.** 

Gentle stalk, wi' gowden cover. 

Fairest floweret o' the lawn, 
Emblem o' my bloomin' lover, 

Blushin' like my Maryann. 
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How I lo'e tae view, tae press thee 
Tae thir glowin' lips o* mine, 

Fancyin' while, dear flower, I kiss thee, 
Mary's breath is mixed wi' thina 

But I see thy bloom decayin', 

Lovely floweret, teachin' me 
That Fm losin* whilst delayin', 

Tastin' sweets that fade like thee. 
What is life whan mixed wi' pleasure ? 

E*en through grief how short the day. 
What is life but that sweet treasure 

Rollin' time unfelt away. 

Love, nae langer let me tarry, 

Uige me tae the nuptial bower, 
There tae mingle bliss wi' Mary, 

'Neath thy safbest faulds secure. 
Ever frae thy purest sources, 

Sweets tae sip, but taint or guile. 
Tracing virtue as it courses 

Playfu' roon my Mary's smile. 



THE MENDICANT'S VISIT TO 
BONNIE STROQUHAN. 

Air — ** Langolke." 

The momin' was gloomy, the rain threatened fa'in, 

Auld Dunscore seemed dreary tae ane far frae hame 
Wha had nae acquaintance or freen near tae ca' on, 

Wi' nocht in his pouch, or tae pit in his wame : 
Though simmer, the braes seemed as winter presided. 
Save whar a broom bus' in its braw blossoms prided, 
Or shone a lane daisy by accident guided, 

Or echo flang back her bird's notes on Stroquhan. 

On nearin' the Ha', ilka cottage seemed cleaner. 
The waters less muddy, the breezes mair pure, 
nk dyke-nook I passed, ilka bus' becam' greener. 

Till trees arched their branches aboon me secure. 
Farweel ye rude braes whar nae verdure can grow on, 
Yer rouch stanie sides whar is ne'er yoked a plough on, 
I'm noo whar the goddess o' beauty micht row on, 
Aroun' the fair mansion o' bonnie Stroquhan. 

Avaunt ye fell dolours, ye here sha'na enter. 
Pursue yer just victims wi' licht boundin' sten, 

Ter hame's the cauld heart, whar for aye reigns the 
winter, 
Possessed by the *gate>lockin' tyrants ye ken. 
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Here nooht but pare love, peace, and plenty are dwellin', 
Kind hearts wi* aflTection and sympathy swellin'. 
The puir the best blessin's o' heaven thrang tellin', 
Tae pour on the inmates o' bonnie Stroquhan. 

The bardies may sing o' the red martial glory, 

That haloes the names deeply crimsoned wi' gore, 
Bo min the mair himible and innocent story, 

The guardian, the freen, the beloved o* the puir, 
>\Tiano*er I shall hear o' a name worth reverin', 
A Hall the puir want-worn ever is cheerin', 
ril think 0* the day my fond course I was steerin', 
Tae feast on the bounties o' bonnie Stroquhan. 



THE FRETFUL HUSBAND 

ilir— **Thk Ti>'kkr's Wedding." 

As doou Nith bank ae nicht I strayed, 

My hame been left in anger, 0, 
I bore my wrath, a heavy lade, 

TiU I cud thole*t nae langer, O. 
Quoth I, gif Bess my wife was here, 
How I wad gloom, rage, ramp, and swear. 
But sime a meickle het saut tear, 
Cried oot^ ye laaniffla ^stranig, \iRsg ^ O . 
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I thocht o' her noo thrang at hame, 
Wha kenned na what had taen me, 0, 

For what in her had I tae blame, 
Wha toiled sae sair tae hain me, 0. 

Whan e'er her case I made my ain, 

My heart seemed hard as ony stane ; 

Gif e*er the like I dae again, 

'Twad ser* me richt tae cane me, 0. 

Syne blink awa thou starry plough, 

Nane o' yer bricht companions, 0, 
That sparklin' stud the azure blue, 
Is purer than my ain ane's, ; 
Tae vex her mair wad be a sin, 
Sae I'll straucht hame gae laughin' in, 
An* aince for aye this nicht begin 
Tae rove through love's dominions, 0. 



\ 
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OOR AULD GUIDWIPE. 

Air — ** OoR AuLD Guidwife." 

Cheer up, my winsome Nelly, 
Frae dolefu' melancholy, 
It indicates but folly 

In poortith to repine ; 
Yer currie hirsle near me, 
Wr tentie lug tae hear me, 
And wi' yer smiles tae cheer me, 

My love divine. 
We've daunered on thegither, 
Through mild and stormy wather, 
Contented wi' ilk ither, 

Let fortune carp or smile ; 
But eild noo bauldly comin'. 
Hints we maun slack oor roamin', 
And near, in life's dull gloamin', 

Oor hinmost stile. 



Yet let us aye be cheery, 
Although baith lag and weary, 
An' prospects seemin' dreary, 

Oor viBioti ^\i\i^ft ^^w^^. 
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The e'e that watches o*er us, 
Still smilin', beams before us, 
In order to procure us 

What's best an' guid. 
Though for't some may deride us, 
This licht shall ever guide us 
Tae meet what may betide us, 

Wi' aspect meek and mild ; 
And feel wi' love affected, 
As shoud whan will-restricted, 
Or tenderly corrected 

The wayward child. 

Though eild and poortith nigh us. 
Their pinchin' grips supply us. 
The titled micht envy us 

The blessins we possess. 
A conscience aye tae clear us. 
Whan vice attempts tae steer us, 
A freenly hand aye near us 

Whan in distress. 
Oor offspring unassumin'. 
In health around us bloomin', 
Rejoiced aye at oor comin'. 

Whan absent for a wee. 
Oor bairns' bairns meetin', 
Oor presence kindly greetin'. 
And fondest smiles entreatin' 

In sportive glee. 
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Dear Nell, noo, in conclusion, 
Permit ae fond allusion, 
Nor deem it an intrusion 

Upon yer tunefa* ear. 
Oor wee bit " Heather Lintie " 
Breaks forth in strains fu' canty, 
That peace, guidwill, and plenty, 

Attend us here ; 
And breathes in notes fu' clearly. 
That whuther late or early, 
Far distant or mair nearly, 

In woodland, heicht, or howe, 
It e'er shall be its study, 
Tae wile us frae Dinwoodie, 
Yon Pauper Jailer Body 

Aboon the knowe. 
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EPITAPH ON A S , 

L MORTAL EFFIGY OF AULD NICK 

If dread destruction, woe, and endless fire. 
Be portions just, reserved in each degree, 

To punish thief, and hypocrite, and liar, 
What must the last sad awfiil judgment be 

Of him in whose worse than Satanic mind. 

These with their vast concomitants combined ? 

Glib cantin' Bauldy S now lies 

'Neath this rouch meickle stane : 
Tho' he the knave coud sae disguise, 

Hame Satan has him taen. 
Ye wabster chiels whan passin', cry, 

Wr scomfu' pointed hanies, 
" There an arch hypocrite does lie, 

As sure's our sair-won pennies 

He pouched yon day " 

Nae mair on Sabbath momins now. 

Afore kirk bells be ringin*, 
Aboot whar bonnie earlies grow, 

Will he in dreed be hingin' ; 
Tae slide him doon an' nibble up 

His black bag fu* o' 'tataes, 
An' neebours tell us hame he'd trip, 

A Christian gae them gratis 

Tae him that day. 
Q 
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Though ye wha hae him deevil be, 

And's prone tae breed dissension, 
Ae wee bit caution here Fse gie, 

Gin thou'lt but pay attention. 
Sud ye keep ony swine * doon therei, 

r thy dark habitation, 
Set na glib Archie them tae ser'. 

Or faith, Want's loud oration 
Ye'se hear ilk day. 

Thy Maister's servant up the brae. 
For Gude's sake aince employed him 

His swine tae ser', but faith ae day, 
As thou wad hae't, he spied him ; 



• The squalid misery and wretchedness within which the 

evil habits of S had encircled himself and family, excited 

the compassion of a neighbouring Clergyman, who, through 
the htdt of motives, dignified him with the office of feeding 
his pigs, J iving him a daily supply of broth, meal, potatoes, 
and other such mateiials as pigs are generally fed on in the 
South of Scotland. The reverend gentleman, however, in 
conse<juence of a disagreeable noise ever issuing from the 
(brection in which the pigsties were situated, called on 
Mr S. one day rather imexpectedly, to render an account 
of his stewardshi]^ when to his eternal shame and confusion, 
the bones of the live animals thus entrusted to his care una- 
nimously Inirst forth and rose up in judgment against him ; 
the clear and decisive evidence of which at once led to a hasty 
yet well-merited conviction. Being thus found guilty, as sus- 
pected, of purloining that kind of food, so much desired by the 
Prodigal Son in the Scriptures, and not as now surrounded 
with minions, prepared to bring him clear out of every difficulty 
at any expen^e^of conscience, he was henceforth disgracefully 
dismissed ; the suffering victims of his rapacity indignantly 
grunting him for the last time out of Ms D. & ^remiseB. 
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A' that I noo dare say for shame, 
Is that he did na burst them, 

Sae thou hae but thysel' tae blame 
Gif after this ye trust him 
By nicht or day. 

Gif thou frae ane thy office baud, 

An! it be worth a keepin*, 
Wha unsigned documents will heed,* 

Watch whan thou sud be sleepin' ; 
Or else some early morn thou' It fin' 

Thy far-famed seV suspended, 
Tho' zealously baith oot an' in, 

Ye him an' his befriended 

For mony a day. 

I hope yer deevilship will ken 
Frae this bit hint tae watch him ; 

An' that we thocht him nae gudesen* 
Whan rad ye canna match him. 



• In order to succeed tothe oflBce which he now holds, he 
had to surmount one of the grea,test difficulties, which possibly 
can stand between principle and interest, that of falsifying the 
character of his former special friends and benefactors, be- 
cause, and only because, they occupied the place after which 
his malignant soul so much aspired ; and this he did so eflfec- 
tually by means of anonymous letters, that he not only ousted 
from the above situation those who had so frequently rescued 
himself and family from the unrelenting jaws of starvation, 
but brought about other disasters on the same respectable 
family, which all cognizant of deplore and naturally abhor 
the perpretator of the malicioua de^d. 
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An' faith ye'se fin't a task, I doubt, 
For he has a' ye taucht him, 

In spleen what Nature added to't, 
An* Todd and Donald brocht him 
For mony a day. 

But act noo as becomes a deil, 

An* by him be na worsted ; 
It*s no thy guid name here atweel 

Mak*s me thus interested. 
But kennin* gin thou wad be dung, 

An* Baiddy tae succeed thee ; 
The d — d wad rue*t, tho* aidd an' young 

Denounce, abhor, an* dreed thee 
Up here ilk day. 

His mind throughoot sae like thy ain. 

In sootie blackness prented ; 
Fouk thocht in him some end tae gain^ 

Thy hame thou had absented. 
In human shape, lank, meagre, grave, 

'Mang men awhile tae tarry, 
That ye the better micht deprave 

The pious and mair wary, 

By craft ilk day. 

Gif this be sae, as some belieye, 

A bonnie job I*m makin*. 
Ye weel may snirt within yer sleeve, 

Gif 'boot thyseY Ym laMi^ \ 
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But oh, nae dell sae base coud be, 

As lash wi' tongue sae forkit. 
The glorious All-Wise Deity, • 

An* after gravely kirk it 

Ilk Sabbath Day. 

May the great Powers wha high aboon 

Can rule a' things that happen, 
Forbid that thy infernal crown 

Sud e'er grace Bauldy's tappen ; 
Nor shall it grace*t, though laigh thou fell 

Frae blissfu' scenes nane higher, 
As his maun be a deeper hell, 

Because a greater liar 

Than you this day. 



DEVOTIONAL REMINISCENCES 
ON THE ATONEMENT. 

** God forbid that I should glory save in the cross of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, hy whom me world is crucified unto me 
and I unto the world." — Gal. vi., 14. 

Arouse, my soid, and speedily prepare 
Thy richest sacrifice of humble praise 

To Him who high suspended hung in air, 
A bleeding victim thee from death to raisa 
Fly to the cross, with heartfelt ravished gase, 

* He kept an Infidel ^\i!(xAm\^\5SQaN^Vft^^;«sa^ 
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Thy great Redeemer piously adore, 

And through the sunshine of the sacred rays 

Forth streaming from each world-redeeming pore, 
Recumbent beg, beneath that happy tree, 
From Satan's wiles to be for ever free. 



Among the mercies of our dearest Lord, 

There let us dwell from worldly troubles free, 

Reposing on His every deed and word. 
Between the Crib and rugged Calvary, 
Reflecting on His passion fervently ; 

Our sins bewailing as the bitter causOj 
Compassionating every sip that He 

From death's foal chalice innocently draws, 

And while the thought our every sense astounds, 
Through faith embrace His sacred bleeding wounda. 



Blessed be the hands for us such wonders wrought. 
Then grossly pierced with unrelenting nails ; 

And blessed the feet for us such travel sought, 
Against which equal cruelty prevails. 
Blessed be the head the thorny crown assails ; 

The sacred heart transfixed with cruel spear, 
Which ever beats responsive to our wails. 

When, with repentcnt sigh and bitter tear. 
We humbly sue for His protecting arm 
To shield us from temptation s dread alarm. 
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Blessed be our crucified eternal Lord, 

The glorious Lamb, for 6ur redemption slain, 

Whose gracious bounty ever can afibrd 
To yield us aid when justly we complain. 
Within our hearts do thou for ever reign, 

Thou God of peace, benignity, and love ; 
Our feeble, wandering footsteps still sustain 

With thy rich graces flowing from above, 
That we, whilst here, our willing voices raise 
To swell the hymn to Thy eternal praise. 

Oh, God of incomparable delight, 

How sweet to think, or speak, or sing of Thee, 
In whose designs inseparably unite 

Peace, love, and pity to infinity. 

The Lord is sold the captive to set free, 
The guilty ransomed by the Innocent ; 

The blessed Immaculate condemned, that we 
Should be recalled from our just banishment 

The Cross is raised, the Deicides forgiven, 

A God expires that man may soar to heaven. 



My soul, thy utmost energies engage. 
Survey the realms of Love's divinest bliss, 

And see if aught on its sublimest page 
Can be compared in magnitude to this — 
God's own dear only Son comes down to usy 
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To take upon Him our humanity, 
And reconcile in us what is amiss 

To the offended Majesty on high, 

As for us down His sacred life He laid, 
Convulsive Nature* owned the Debt was paid. 



A PEAYER. 

God, who inhabit' st the vast universe. 
Whose praises the faithful can never rehearse, 

Permit me, a worm, to pray, 
That 'mong all thy creatures whom thou didst create 

1 may not by sin be an object of hate, 

A gem from thy hand plucked away. 

teach me to live in thy love, in thy fear. 
Ever temperate, chaste, holy, frugal, austere. 

Ever growing in wisdom and grace, 
To love thy religion, to follow its laws, 
To treasure its truths, and, maintaining its cause. 

Every pain, every danger to face. 

teach me to study the passion of Christ, 

His cross, the blest emblem of truth, let me hoist, 

And onward it worthily bear, 
And loot I should stumble or wander aside. 
Let me still have the aid of my angelic guide, 

<t The support and protection of pn^er. 
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